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CHAPTER I. 

A STRANGE PRESENTIMENT. 

On the evening of the 23rd of July, 1870, two men 
were seated in a small parlour adjoining the public 
room of the inn which occupies the centre of the 
little village of ChSlteau-Rouge. This village is 
situated in the province of Normandy, on the banks 
of the Orne, which here flows through some of the 
most beautiful scenery to be met with in the whole 
country. In fact, the place has not inappropriately 
been called " The Garden of France." It takes its 
name from a large, stately old mansion, whose turrets 
could be seen appearing above the trees which sur- 
rounded it, and which stood on an eminence some 
half a mile distant 

B 
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The two men were seated on either side of a 
table, on which stood a bottle of wine and glasses. 
De Renzy — such was the name of the taller — was a 
man in the prime of life, and singularly handsome. 
His face was nearly oval, though rather broad about 
the eyes, and ended in a pointed chin ; his nose 
short, and slightly rounded ; his large brown eyes 
had a determined expression, while a thick mous- 
tache hid the mouth. His body was strongly built, 
and finely proportioned. His well-shaped, muscular 
legs were stretched out before him, resting on the 
heels of his top-boots. He was dressed in what 
appeared to be an old uniform, and wore a long 
sword by his side. Altogether he presented almost 
a perfect picture of manly beauty. Alas ! it was 
the beauty of the animal, the comeliness of the tiger. 
And yet De Renzy was not entirely debased ; some 
spark of nobleness still lingered in his depraved 
nature. 

Not so with Jacques Fernier, who sat opposite. 
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A more accomplished villain it would be hard to 
find. He was as small and insignificant-looking as 
the other was commanding and handsome. His 
face reminded one of a razor; that is to say, his 
features were so sharp, and his head near the ears 
so broad, that it bore such a resemblance. From 
under the shade of black eyebrows, his cunning eyes 
emitted now and again a greenish flash. 

De Renzy leant his elbow on the table, and rested 
his head on his hand. His whole attitude was 
expressive of the most utter dejection, while he 
obstinately refused the wine which his companion 
pressed upon him. Femier gazed at him with a 
mingled look of contempt and disquietude. 

" Come, come, De Renzy," he said at length, 
"rouse yourself In another hour it will be time 
to set out." 

De Renzy did not answer. 

"Put this absurd idea out of your head," con- 
tinued Fernier. " If you remain thus you will be 
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little better than a woman, and our enterprise will 
fail/^ 

"It's of no use," returned the other slowly and 
despondingly. " I know my fate is sealed as well 
as if I heard the decree given. Good God ! " he 
exclaimed, raising his head and pushing back the 
damp and matted hair from his forehead, — "Good 
God ! that cursed dagger ! I feel it already. The 
stab in the back — the woman's hand — I know it all ! " 

Jacques Fernier eyed him uneasily. He feared 
the fever which consumed him would make him 
withdraw from the affair they had undertaken. 

" Ah, my good blade ! " resumed De Renzy sud- 
denly, rising and drawing his sword, while his eyes 
flashed fiercely, " I care not whom I encounter so 
long as they attack me openly. See how I will 
meet them ! " he continued, advancing his right foot 
and stamping it on the floor, while with his sword 
he made several passes at an imaginary antagonist. 
" There— there ; he thrusts, I parry — now I press 
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him — he gives ground. Watch him, Jacques ; I am 
about to give my coup de mattre. Heavens ! this 
fatal presentiment again — the stab in the dark — and 
given by a woman from behind ! " 

His sword fell with a crash to the ground, and 
the wretched man sank back upon his seat. 

"You're a fool!" exclaimed Fernier, losing patience. 
" You will spoil everything with your nonsense." 

" Serpent ! " answered De Renzy, " if you provoke 
me, I will crush the life out of your vile body." 

" Ha ! ha ! take care ; the serpent may give a 
nasty sting," retorted Fernier, as he showed the hilt 
of a concealed dagger. " But come, let us not 
quarrel. We have been companions in many a 
curious affair that would not bear the light. Now 
let us not spoil this one ; and remember the Count 
pays highly." 

"Very well, I will carry it through," said De 
Renzy, " though it will be my last. I will not have 
it said I was coward enough to draw back." 
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" That's right," rejoined Femier ; ** now let us 
arrange our plans." 

They then proceeded to discuss the details of an 
infamous plot, the development of which we shall 
see later on. Not without a witness, however. The 
pale face of a youth was pressed closely against the 
window, while thrpugh a chink in the shutters he 
contemplated the scene inside, and listened eagerly to 
such fragments of the conversation as reached him. 

When the clock struck ten, the two men left the 
inn. They were gazed after with suspicion by the 
landlord and the idlers around the door, especially 
by a rather tall, slight man who had just arrived. 
They took the road which led in the direction of 
the Ch&teau-Rouge. When they had proceeded 
some distance, they passed through a thick wood. 
Emerging from this, the road crosses the Orne by 
an old bridge, which rises precipitously to a height 
of some six or seven feet, and recedes as abruptly 
on the other side. 
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De Renzy and Fernier, when they had reached 
this bridge, stationed themselves within the shadow 
cast by its high walls. It was a calm, still night ; 
light fleecy clouds flitted across the moon, and oc- 
casionally obscured its light. Rain had fallen during 
the earlier part of the evening, and nothing could 
be heard save the monotonous dropping from the 
trees and the dull roar of the river. 

"Jacques Fernier," said De Renzy suddenly, and 
even fiercely, " do you believe in God ? " 

Such an unexpected question took the other by 
complete surprise. 

" He is relapsing into his madness," he thought. 
He answered with a mocking laugh, — 

" What a question from you, De Renzy ! Might 
I ask, do you ? " 

« Yes." 

" Since when ? " inquired Fernier sneeringly. 

" Since to-night," replied De Renzy. " Listen ; 
this presentiment is nothing else than the voice of 
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God speaking within me. I feel it. It is the com- 
mencement of retribution for my crimes." 

"You are beginning to show the white feather," 
retorted Jacques. "What if your forebodings 
proved to be nought? Would you believe in God 
then ? " 

" Listen again," exclaimed De Renzy, grasping 
his companion's arm. " As surely as I am speaking 
to you, I will be stabbed to-night — by a woman — 
in the back. Do not try to dissuade me ; I know 
itr That girl of the Pont d'Antin — ^you remember 
her — rises before me and calls for vengeance. It 
was the only time I was coward enough to lift my 
hand against a woman^and it was a dagger we used 
with her." 

Fernier feared that if the other continued in this 
excited state, their enterprise would fail. He de- 
termined to distract his attention even at the risk 
of arousing his anger. 

" You are worse than a fool," he said ; " you are 
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turning coward, and are frightened at an imaginary 
woman." 

"It is not death I fear," continued De Renzy, 
without heeding him ; " it is not death — no, I have 
faced it often ; it is the judgment after death. Oh, 
that woman again ! — that infernal dagger ! " 

Seen by the feeble light of the moon, that pale 
upturned face emerging from the deep shadow of 
the wall, with its glaring, haggard eyes, and hair 
matted on the forehead, might have been painted 
for Dante's Inferno^ as one on which was depicted 
the torments of the lost. 

" Hush ! I hear footsteps," exclaimed Fernier 
suddenly, bending his head 'in the direction of 
Chateau-Rouge. " It is he ! Come, De Renzy, be a 
man. Remember what we agreed upon. You go 
into the wood, and station yourself under the large 
oak tree. I will induce him to follow me towards 
you ; then you do the rest. Ha ! ha ! I am the 
hyena; you are the lion." 
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" Mind, I will have no treachery," said De Renzy. 
" I will meet him in fair fight, and take my chance ; 
I am not a butcher." 

"All the same, if we fulfil the Count's wishes," 
answered the other. "Now to your post." 

Let us hasten towards the on-comer, and see who 
it is that such a cruel fate awaits. Can it be pos- 
sible? It is a young man of certainly not much 
over twenty years, handsome and of prepossessing 
appearance. He wears the uniform of a lieutenant 
of Hussars, partly covered by a large military cape. 
Ever and anon he pauses to examine and press to 
his lips a rose, the parting gift of her he loved. 

Suddenly a figfure approaches. It is Jacques 
Fernier, wringing his hands and crying in a whining 
tone, — 

" Oh, Monsieur, have pity on me ! I am a poor 
pedlar, and was just now toiling with my pack 
towards Chateau-Rouge, when I was set upon by 
two ruffians, who robbed me, and are now dividing 
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the spoils in the wood hard by. Oh, if you are a 
man of courage, come with me, and together we 
may be able to recover my goods." 

When the heart is overflowing with happiness, 
it is easy to bestow a favour. Such was the case 
with the stranger. He looked a moment with pity 
on the little man, then said, — 

" Lead on ; we will soon make the rascals return 
your merchandise." 

Is there no one to warn him of his danger as 
he follows Femier into the wood ? — no kindly spirit 
to whisper to him that to advance means death? 
It is surely hard that one so young and noble 
should perish by the hands of such villains. 

After advancing some fifty paces, they reached 
an open space, in the centre of which stood a 
solitary oak tree. 

" This way. Monsieur ; here they are ! " exclaimed 
Fernier, hastening towards the latter. 

The young officer followed, but could only perceive 
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one figure under the tree. He was about to demand 
the stolen goods when he was greeted with, — 

"Draw and defend yourself!" 

He would have expostulated, but already De 
Renzy's sword flashed in the moonlight The 
stranger had no choice left but to follow his example, 
and a desperate encounter commenced. The young 
man, who now saw the trap he had fallen into, 
fought with courage and determination, for he knew 
it was for his life. He was no match, however, for 
the strong arm and practised eye of the noted fencer, 
De Renzy. After a few passes, the weapon of the 
former was sent flying from his grasp, and he stood 
defenceless before his antagonist. 

The young man, with a prayer on his lips, and 
faintly muttering the name of "Estelle," closes his 
eyes, expecting to receive the fatal thrust His 
adversary's arm is drawn back ; in another moment 
the youth will be stretched lifeless on the grass. 

Suddenly De Renzy utters a piercing shriek, his 
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eyes start from their sockets, his sword drops from 
his powerless hand. He reels a moment — strikes 
his forehead with his open palm — then falls forward 
to the ground. He has been stabbed from behind. 

The youth whom we have already noticed as 
listening at the window of the inn, had committed 
the deed. Jacques Fernier, arrant coward that he 
was, had taken care to keep away from the contest, 
and now made off through the wood. 

" Strange ! " he muttered as he ran along, " strange 
that De Renzy's presentiment should be fulfilled. 
And yet it was not a woman who stabbed him." 

An idea suddenly seemed to strike him, and he 
added, — 

" What if it was a woman in disguise ? " 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



CHAPTER II. 

THE RUINS OF THE ABBEY. 

The young officer stood for some minutes bewildered 
by the rapidity with which the startling events of 
the last quarter of an hour had crowded one upon 
the other. It was a strange position surely for one 
who but a short time before had walked gaily along 
with a light heart, now to be saved from death 
almost by a miracle, and to be alone in the wood 
with a corpse. 

He retained only a confused idea of closing his 
eyes to receive his death-wound, of hearing the 
agonized cry of De Renzy, and of then seeing his 
preserver disappearing through the wood in the 
opposite direction to that taken by Fernier. 

'4 \ 
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He bent over his fallen adversary. The dagger 
still remained in his back, and the blow had been * 
struck with such violence that it pierced to the 
heart. The stranger drew it forth and examined it 
minutely. It was one of those weapons intended 
more for ornament than use, the hilt being of silver 
and beautifully carved. The young man retained 
it, thinking it might be of service in discovering 
the owner ; then he prepared to continue his journey, 
which had been interrupted in such a disagreeable 
manner. 

Let us briefly inform the reader who this young 
stranger was. Of his former history very little was 
known, save that some sixteen years previously an 
old man, who had the appearance of a servant, 
arrived at Agentan (a small town which lay about a 
mile from Chateau-Rouge), with a bright boy of five 
or six years. Both were apparently of English birth. 

Although, as we have said, the man bore the 
semblance of a servant, he nevertheless deposited s^ 
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considerable sum of money with a banker, and 
purchased a pretty but entirely secluded house out- 
side the town. Here he lived for years, devoting 
himself to the cultivation of his gardens, which were 
said to be the most beautiful in the neighbour- 
hood. Everything connected with the pair was 
shrouded in mystery; they were seldom seen out- 
side the high walls which surrounded the house. 
About a year or two before our story commences 
the old man had died suddenly, and Gerald 
Gascoigne (for so the youth who lived with him 
was called) succeeded to his property without a 
question being raised to the contrary. 

As is well known, the whole of France was at 
this period agitated by the breaking out of the 
war with Prussia. Gerald Gascoigne, who had ever 
evinced a strange longing for a military life, and 
who under a somewhat calm exterior concealed a 
soul of fire, had obtained a commission in a regi- 
ment of Hussars stationed at Agentan. 
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While we are recording these facts, as we do 
not wish to trouble the reader again with dry 
details, but long to conduct him to the more excit- 
ing scenes of oiir story, we may as well mention 
that there lived in the village of Chdteau-Rouge 
the descendants of the old English family of Thorn- 
ton, whose ancestors had fled their native country 
and remained in exile to escape the consequences 
of having taken part in the rebellion of the Young 
Pretender. The family consisted solely of a mother 
and daughter, who were well known in the neigh- 
bourhood on account of the uncommon beauty of 
the latter. In fact, it was freely admitted that 
Estelle Thornton carried away the palm in that 
respect from all the maidens around. 

With that partiality for each other's society which 
characterizes the English in every part of the globe, 
Gascoigne had soon become intimate with the 
Thorntons. His strange guardian permitted him 
to visit them, but always appeared to bring him 

C 
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away after dusk. In fact, the only pleasant days 
of his youth were passed at their house. He and 
Estelle had been playmates when children, fast 
friends when boy and girl, and is it to be wondered 
at that now, when grown into man and woman, 
their early friendship had developed into the warmer 
passion of love? But more of this anon. 

We have said that Gascoigne was handsome, 
he also possessed a tall and well-proportioned figure, 
the beauty of which was enhanced by the uniform 
he wore. His bearing was so graceful and distin- 
gfuished that one was sure to be attracted by it 
at the first glance. Though one of the youngest 
officers in his regiment, his good-nature and courtesy, 
added to his more sterling qualities, had made him 
a favourite with all, from the grey-haired colonel 
down to the drummer-boy. 

Though now within half a mile of his desti- 
nation, he did not reach it, however, without the 
occurrence of another startling incident. He de- 
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termined on shortening the route by taking a by- 
path which, skirting a small wood, led direct to the 
barracks. He accordingly turned into it, but had 
not proceeded far ere he had to pass the ruins of 
an abbey, situated some hundred yards within the 
wood. 

He was startled by perceiving a faint streak of 
light issuing from the ruins. Immediately therfe 
flashed across his mind the strange stories he had 
heard concerning the spot, for it had the reputation 
of being haunted. 

" What can it be ? " he asked himself, as he paused 
and contemplated the strange light which cleft the 
deep darkness of the wood. 

Wondering who could possibly be there at such 
an hour, for he well knew the country people were 
very wary about using this lonely path after nightfall, 
he approached the ruins. 

Gascoigne was brave, yet it must be confessed that 
his heart palpitated loudly as he crept silently along. 
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The light came from a small aperture about seven 
feet from the ground. As he arrived under it he 
stopped, almost inclined to turn back, but the curiosity 
of youth impelled him onward. He caught firm hold 
of the ivy which overgrew the walls, and planting 
his right foot in it, drew himself slowly up to a level 
with the opening. 

A spectacle met his gaze which thrilled him with 
horror, while large drops started from his brow, both 
with affright and the exertion of supporting himself 

Kneeling among the loose stones which composed 
the floor of the room into which he looked, he could 
perceive a young girl engaged in a strange occupa- 
tion. She had before her a vessel filled with water, 
in which she endeavoured to wash a garment freshly 
stained with blood. As her back was towards him, 
Gascoigne did not at first recognise her. Suddenly 
she paused, and holding up the jacket, examined it 
by the light which stood upon the ground, while she 
muttered, — 
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"No, no, water will not wash out the stains of 
blood ; it must remain as a witness against me. 
Mon Dieu! I shall go mad!" she concluded, turn- 
ing round abruptly. 

Gascoigne uttered an exclamation of surprise and 
horror ; his hold gave way, and he fell to the ground. 
At the same moment the light was extinguished. 
In the aquiline features and dark eyes of this girl 
he had recognised the face of the apparent youth 
who had stabbed De Renzy. Both her name and 
position were well known to him. 
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CHAPTER III. 

COUNT BERTRAND DE HAGEN. 

Jacques Fernier, after the death of De Renzy, 
remained concealed for a short time in the wood, 
then directed his steps towards the Chftteau-Rouge. 
It stood, as we have said, on a thickly-wooded 
eminence, resembling one of those ancient feudal 
castles of England, of which the little village below 
appeared an offshoot. It was an old rambling build- 
ing, consisting of two immense wings joined by a 
solid mass of masonry.* 

We will precede Fernier, and conduct the reader 

* Some say that the Chiteau-Rouge was called after one 
of its former owners, who on account of his many acts of 
atrocity was termed " The Red Hand " ; others affirm that it 
takes its name from the stones of which it is built being of a 
reddish hue. 
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to the Chateau and its owner — Count Bertrand dq 
Hagen. 

As we arrive before it the neglected state of every- 
thing strikes us, even to the large oaken door, which 
sadly needed a coat of paint Inside all is dark, 
save for some stray moonbeams which, entering 
through the high windows, cast a weird, fantastic 
gleam upon the floor of the immense hall. The 
silence and solitude are awful. In the uncertain 
light a vivid imagination would have fancied that 
the old portraits of the Count's ancestors which 
hung on the walls, had stepped down from their 
frames, and sat upright in the high-backed chairs 
around. 

Let us hurry up the broad staircase, for the dreari- 
ness as well as the cold of the hall makes one 
shudder. On the first landing it branches off into 
two separate flights, one leading to the right and 
the other to the left wing of the Chateau. Here 
a streak of light issuing from under a closed door 
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forms a pleasing contrast to the darkness, and we 
feel that at last we have found the signs of life. 

W.e enter. From the gloom in which the extremi- 
ties of the room are involved, we can examine the 
apartment and its occupant. A shaded lamp 
brightly illumined a table covered with books and 
papers, while it left the rest of the room in com- 
parative darkness. 

At this table a man was seated, his elbows resting 
upon it and his head supported between his hands. 
It is the Count de Hagen, the only inhabitant of the 
Chateau, with the exception of two or three old 
servants. The latter were never permitted to come 
upstairs in the evenings, save when expressly sum- 
moned by their master. 

The Count suddenly raised his head, as if he had 
taken a hasty resolution. He was a man of from 
thirty to thirty-five years, yet his scanty locks were 
already turning grey. His forehead was low and 
receding, his nose rather prominent, his eyes small> 
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deep-set, and very close together, and his thin 
lips slightly shaded with a black moustache. It 
was a face on which was stamped weakness of 
character, yet great cunning. Every impression 
made on the mind was reproduced thereon. 

He arose, and, taking the lamp from the table, 
approached the eastern end of the room with a slow 
and somewhat stooping gait. Touching a spring, 
a small door concealed as a panel flew open, and 
disclosed a narrow staircase leading downwards, 
which, from its darkness and the cold air that 
issued from it, resembled the passage to a vault. 
Alas ! so it was ; it led, as we shall see, to a living 
tomb. 

The Count, closing the door carefully behind him, 
descended some dozen steps, and reached a low pas- 
sage, along which he advanced, and which evidently 
led to the eastern wing of the Chateau. At the end 
of it a door barred the way. This, however, pre- 
sented no difficulty to De Hagen, for, taking a key 
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from his pocket, he opened it, and again descended 
a flight of steps. Here he paused before what ap- 
peared to be a cellar. Any one else would have 
started back in surprise ; a faint light could be 
seen issuing from beneath the door. 

" Olivier de Hagen," said the Count in a low and 
rasping tone. 

" Who calls ? " answered a feeble voice from within. 

Good heavens ! can it be possible that a being 
exists buried beneath that tremendous pile? 

" Tis well ; he lives ! " said De Hagen, as he un- 
locked the door. 

Is it a human creature who lies extended on that 
wretched bed ? Can that tall, emaciated form, that 
pale, sickly face, and those large staring eyes belong 
to a being of this world ? One would be inclined to 
doubt the evidence of his sens^. And is it a man 
made after God's own image, or some very demon 
incarnate, who gazes with unpitying eyes on that 
abode of misery? 
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"Olivier de Hagen, follow me," said the Count. 

" Hush ! " returned the other in a low voice, and 
with that serious tone which told of a reason de- 
ranged by suffering. " Hush ! you will frighten 
them." 

"Frighten whom?" asked the Count. 

" The spirits ! " replied the youth. " Don't you see 
them?" pointing to some mice and blackbeetles 
which crawled across the floor. " They were speak- 
ing to me now when you called." 

"And what did they say?" asked De Hagen, in 
his harsh, mocking voice, holding the lamp above 
his head to see more clearly, and still regarding the 
young man with a pitiless look. 

"They told me," replied the other, turning un- 
easily from the fixed gaze of the Count — " they told 
me that I am soon to leave this cellar and go to 
those who love me, where I shall suffer no more. 
They said I was to leave my body here, and that 
neither the doors nor the walls could then prevent 
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my going. Oh! it is the truth — the truth!" added 
the poor boy, for he was little more than such, his 
eyes sparkling with joy. 

"Yes, you are about to leave it now with me," 
said the Count. 

The young man raised himself with apparent diffi- 
culty, and followed De Hagen as a d<^ would his 
master. The Count threatened, before they quitted 
the cellar, that if he spoke above a whisper or made 
any noise, he would deprive him of food the next 
day. 

On reaching the room he had left some minutes 
before, De Hagen placed the lamp on the table, 
and crossing to the other side, opened another 
secret door in the panelling. Making his prisoner 
precede him, they ascended a narrow winding 
staircase, and soon emerged upon the roof of the 
Chateau. 

Here they stood silent and almost motionless for 
some minutes. The Count, his head bent forward 
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and his small eyes glistening like the vulture gloat- 
ing over its prey, watched the effect the scene pro- 
duced on his companion. Apparently it pleased 
him, for he could not conceal the diabolical smile 
which overspread his countenance. 

The young man gazed for some time in an inani- 
mate way on that beautiful panorama displayed 
before him ; then turning to De Hagen, he said in 
a low voice, for he remembered the threat, — 
"Take me back to my nice, warm cell." 
Alas ! long confinement had crushed the desire 
for liberty. He saw no beauty in those undulating 
woods, the broad expanse of the river winding 
through them, or the little village nestling beneath 
among the trees, the moonlight casting a white veil 
over all. He only felt the chilliness of the night 
air, and longed to get back to the objects which 
alqne interested him — the little mouse that fed from 
his hand, and the beetles that crawled fearlessly 
around him. This was the effect that had pleased 
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the Count de Hagen, and caused him to mutter in 
a tone of satisfaction, — ^ 

"No fear of his making a noise or trying to 
escape now." 

It must have appeared a strange sight to a man 
who, concealing his person behind a tree in the 
vicinity, intently regarded the two figures moving 
about on the top of the old Chateau. 

The two men, unconscious of the watcher who 
gazed on them from below, now disappeared from 
the roof, and descended, first one secret passage and 
then the other, until they had reached the cellar 
again. 

" Now go to bed ; I will put out your light," said 
the Count to his victim. " I have left you food for 
to-morrow." 

He cast one unrelenting glance on the wretched 
youth, who had thrown himself, as if exhausted, on 
the bed, ere he retired, carefully locking the doors 
as he withdrew. He gained his own room, looked 
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around to see if everything was properly arranged, 
then seated himself at the table in his former posi- 
tion.* 

He had scarcely done so when a low knock was 
heard at a small door, which commuaicatpd by a 
private staircase with the gardens of the Chateau. 
The Count started, his face displaying the most 
abject terror ; then recovering himself, he said, — 

" What a fool I am ! It is Jacques." 

He opened the door, ai^ Femier entered. 

" It has failed ! I see it in your face ! " exclaimed 
De Hagen excitedly. 

"Yes, it has failed," answered the little man, 
"but not by my fault. I did all that could be 
accomplished. We decoyed him into the Agentan 
wood. I was for striking him suddenly from behind, 
but De Renzy would have nothing but a fair fight. 

♦ Those of our readers who fancy they have read a mere 
chimera of the writer's imagination in the preceding account, 
are greatly mistaken. We have but recorded the harrowing 
details of a story, alas ! too true. 
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He has paid dearly for his madness, for during the 
contest he was stabbed in the back. Of course I 
could not stand against two, so I escaped through 
the wood and hastened to tell you." 

"It must be done!" exclaimed the Count, shaking 
with anger and agitation, while the workings of his 
face and the glistening of his eyes were terrible to 
behold. "It must be done ! There will be no chance 
of gaining her while he lives. I would sell my soul 
to have him out of the way." 

"It will not be necessary to do that," said Fernier. 
" Besides, I think you would not get a very high 
offer for it, M. le Comte. Now listen to what I have 
to propose. De Renzy is found stabbed in the 
Agentan wood. It will be easy to turn suspicion 
against Gascoigne, for it can be proved that he passed 
close by about the time the deed was committed, 
and he may have taken the dagger if it was not 
withdrawn. His account will appear altogether 
unlikely, for his unknown preserver disappeared 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Count Bertrand de Hagen. 33 

immediately after dealing the blow, and it will be 
difficult to find me." 

" Ah, Jacques, my friend, you are invaluable ! " ex- 
claimed De Hagen, his ever-changing face displaying 
the pleasure he felt, while his thin lips parted in a 
hideous smile. 

" And now for the reward, M. le Comte," resumed 
Femier. 

"Ah, yes, the reward," responded De Hagen. 
"You shall have De Renzy's share as well as your 
own, although the enterprise has failed. Have him 
arrested as a murderer ? Wonderful ! wonderful 1 
What will she think of him then? Ha! ha!" 

Laughing with a savage joy, he opened a drawer 
in the table, in which Fernier saw, as he bent for- 
ward, a large amount of gold and some notes. De 
Hagen was busy counting the money, when some- 
thing like a magnetic influence made him look up 
to find the eyes of his companion fixed on him with 
a peculiar glare. 

D 
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The Count started, his face lost its expression of 
satisfaction, and became ashy white; he remained 
as if transfixed in his seat He would have called 
out, but terror froze the words upon his lips. He 
had read aright that terrible look in Femier's eyes 
— it meant murder! 

The unscrupulous villain, attracted by the glitter 
of the gold, had hastily resolved upon murdering 
the owner and plundering the drawer. Slowly he 
advanced towards the table, displaying as he did 
so the dagger he had concealed beneath his clothes. 
De Hagen stirred not ; he seemed fascinated by the 
fixed gaze of the other, and awaited his doom in 
utter helplessness. 

The dagger of Femier gleamed a moment in the 
air, but before it had time to descend, the small 
door behind them swung open, and admitted a 
strange personage. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

INSPECTOR JORDINE WORKS OUT AN IDEA. 

" Time ! " ejaculated the stranger, as with one hand 
he caught the uplifted arm of the would-be mur- 
derer, while with the other he wrenched the dagger 
from his grasp with . the air of one depriving a 
serpent of its sting. In doing so he displayed a 
strength which would not have been expected 
from his slight and meagre figure. 

In the person of the new-comer we recognise 
the man who had arrived at the Chateau-Rouge inn 
as Femier and De Renzy were leaving it, and the 
same who had concealed himself behind a tree 
when the Count and his companion were on the 
housetop. The first thing one would be likely to 
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notice about him was his piercing grey eyes, other- 
wise his face possessed no very striking feature, 
but the hard lines on it told of sternness and 
habitual self-control. He was, indeed, an extra- 
ordinary man, never using two words where one 
was sufficient, and often expressing a whole sen- 
tence in one word. If his exclamation on entering 
were translated into ordinary language, it would 
probably run thus: — 

" I have arrived just in time to save your life, 
M. le Comte de Hagen." 

The latter was slowly regaining his composure. 
His clenched hands opened, the rigid muscles of 
his face relaxed, and he gazed on the stranger as 
on a preserving angel. Then some new apprehen- 
sion suddenly seized him, which he strove to con- 
ceal, so that it would be hard to say which he 
dreaded most — the villain who had attempted his 
life, or the man who had preserved it 

" Ah, M. rinspecteur Jordine, is it you ? " he ex- 
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claimed. "You have indeed saved me from a 
horrible death." 

" Hunted him down, M. le Comte," answered the 
Inspector, bowing. "Would have escaped me, but 
I know the Chateau well." 

"What has he done?" asked De Hagen. 

"Attempted murder," replied Jordine curtly. 

During this brief conversation the Inspector re- 
tained a firm hold of his prisoner, while, without 
appearing to do so, he was making a careful survey 
of the room. It was evident he knew more of the 
two men before him than they suspected. 

De Hagen grew paler at the Inspector's words, 
and moved uneasily in his chair. He looked at 
Femier in a supplicating manner, as if beseeching 
him to keep silence ; then observing the latter 
about to speak, he clenched his hands until the 
nails entered the flesh. 

"It is false, M. Tlnspecteur!" exclaimed the pri- 
soner, striving to assume the semblance of boldness, 
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which the terror on his countenance and his shaking 
limbs belied. "It is false! I never attempted to 
murder M. Gascoigne. I did not, I swear." 

" Not courage enough," replied Jordine quietly. 
" De Renzy worked ; you planned. He is dead ; I 
arrest you." 

Certainly this man had some other motive for 
entering the Chateau than merely arresting Femier, 
which he could easily have done before the latter 
had passed through the door in^the garden. From 
the way in which he examined everything, one 
would surely think so ; nothing seemed to escape 
the glance of his shrewd grey eyes. 

The Inspector quietly drew a pair of handcuffs 
from the pocket of his coat, and fettered Fernier's 
wrists ; then bowing to De Hagen, he said with a 
marked accent, — 

" Good-night, M. le Comte, I leave you for t/te 
present*' and departed down the staircase with his 
prisoner. 
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There is surely no peace for the wicked. Each 
evil deed carries with it a germ of retribution. 
The wretched Count paced up and down the room 
for many hours, racked with fears. Of what avail to 
him now was his splended Chateau, and the broad 
acres around it? What enjoyment did he now 
derive from his ill-gotten wealth? 

Occasionally he threw himself into his chair, only 
to start from it again and commence his excited 
walk, tearing his scanty locks as he did so, and 
muttering, — 

''Parbleu! I am lost — lost — lost! Jordine must 
know all ; if not, Fernier will betray me. Oh ! if 
I could get rid of that wretched little villain. 
' For the present,' the Inspector said. That means 
he will come again, and then '* 

Here a paroxysm of rage seemed to seize him, 
which shook his whole frame, while he gave utter- 
ance to the most frightful oaths. Recovering him- 
self somewhat, he continued in a different strain, — 
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" Estelle, for you I have encountered this danger ; 
to gain you I have imperilled my position and 
liberty, and you shall be mine in spite of that in- 
fernal Gascoigne ; curse him! Either you shall 
share my wealth and station as a wife, or " 

The remainder of the sentence was composed of 
such an infamous insinuation that we hesitate to 
reproduce it. 

Meanwhile, Jordine had almost carried Femier 
along the avenue leading to the road, so overcome 
was the little wretch with terror and apprehension. 
On reaching the gate two men emerged from the 
^ade of the trees opposite, and advanced to meet 
them. They proved to be the gendarmes who had 
evidently awaited the Inspector, for the latter handed 
his prisoner over to one of them, and taking the 
other aside, a whispered colloquy ensued. It ended 
in the second man returning to his companion ; and, 
conducting their captive between them, they set out 
in the direction of Agentan. 
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The Inspector watched them depart, until a bend 
in the road hid them from his sight ; then wheel- 
ing round he entered the avenue again, and ap- 
proached the Chateau cautiously. What could he 
want ? For upwards of twenty minutes he remained 
prowling about the grounds and around the. house, 
especially the eastern wing, which, we have omitted 
to mention, was entirely untenanted. We might 
learn something of his intention from hearing him 
mutter, — 

" One small— the Count ; the other tall— ah ! " 

Then he would pause, and, as was his custom, 
commune with himself as with another person. 
Again he resumed his search, placing his ear to 
the windows, trying their fastenings, and seeking an 
entrance at every aperture. The rusty bolts and 
time-worn sashes, however, defied all his efforts, and 
he reluctantly relinquished the attempt, saying, — 

" Femier may know ; the Count and he are mixed 
up in this present affair. I must wait" 
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Evidently M. Jordine entertained some idea 
detrimental to the Count de Hagen, which he 
was working out after his own fashion. He 
gazed some seconds at the stately old Chateau, 
shook his head, and, deeply ruminating, took 
his departure. As he trudged along with hands 
clasped behind his back, he repeated over and 
over again, — 

" One small — the Count ; the other — ^humph ! " 
On reaching the police-office he proceeded to a 
snug little sitting-room appropriated to his own us( 
and though it was now past midnight, ordered Fer- 
nier to be brought to him. Ere long the prisoner 
was ushered in, looking so scared one would think 
he was on the way to immediate execution. 
Jordine, dismissing the gendarmes who accom- 
panied him, locked the door and returned to his 
place before the fire. Leaning his back against 
the mantel-shelf, he fixed his piercing eyes on the 
little man who was seated opposite, greatly to the 
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discomfort of the latter. After, a pause of some 
moments the Inspector said slowly, — 

"Jacques Femier, you are a desperate villain!" 

This speech was not calculated to reassure the 
prisoner. He started, as a schoolboy does when, 
on taking his seat, he discovers that a mischievous 
companion has introduced the point of a crooked 
pin through the lining of his chair. 

" You are a desperate villain," continued Jordine, 
without removing his steady look, "and, as such, 
you deserve nothing short of the galleys. You 
have this night been concerned in two attempts at 
murder ; and as I happened to take you in the very 
act, no doubt you will be condemned for life. Per- 
haps some old scores may be raked up, and then — 
the axe ! " 

Femier trembled ; he screwed his sharp features 
into what he supposed an expression of the deepest 
contrition, and muttered something about not intend- 
ing to murder the Count, but only to frighten him» 
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"The axe!" said the Inspector, who appeared in 
one of his talkative humours — a thing which rarely 
occurred. " Yes, most decidedly. Let me see ; your 
trial will probably occupy a few weeks; then you 
will have a short respite. It may take a month 
altogether. It is a terrible thing to have but one 
month to live ! " he concluded, as if soliloquizing, 
lowering his eyes and regarding his boots as if they 
had suddenly awakened a keen interest 

" Oh, M. Jordine, you terrify me ! " exclaimed 
Fernier, frightened almost out of his senses. " The 
axe ? Impossible ! " 

" Not at all impossible," replied the other quietly, 
" but [highly probable. And yet I confess I would 
not like to have you beheaded. Do you know your 
father once rendered me a great service?" 

" My father — the maker of wax figures!" exclaimed 
the little man, eagerly catching at the idea, hop- 
ing thus to enlist M. Jordine's sympathies on his 
behalf. 
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"The same," answered the Inspector, who, how- 
ever, now heard of the individual in question for 
the first time. "Your father, the maker of wax 
figures, once did me a service, and I would return 
it by assisting you. But you must comply with 
my conditions, and confess all — otherwise the law 
will take its course ; and if I have to make inquiry 
into your former life, it may result in bringing you 
to the axe." 

" Oh, M. Jordine, I promise to confess everything." 

" Good ! I see you are a sensible man, and I will 
endeavour to assist you. First, then, De Renzy 
and you attempted to murder the young officer?" 

"It was the Count de Hagen who bribed us to 
do it" 

"The Count and you seem very intimate, and 
yet you would have treated him to a few inches 
of cold steel this evening," said the Inspector, as 
he took from the table the dagger he had wrenched 
from Femier. "You probably had some dealings 
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of the kind with him before. How long were you 
acquainted ? " 

" Since the death of his nephew." 

"The death of his nephew," repeated Jordine 
promptly, again fixing his eyes on the prisoner. 
" Ah ! I should like to hear something of that." 

Femier appeared confused and startled by the 
last words of the Inspector, and looked as if he 
had unwittingly entered upon a subject he would 
rather have avoided. He answered that he knew 
nothing of the young man. 

" I fear you are deceiving me, and prefer the axe 
to a lighter punishment," said Jordine. " Have it 
so. After all, it is not very much. Dumas says it 
is only a slight coolness about the neck for a 
moment." 

"Oh, oh, it is frightful!" 

"Well, you can avoid it If you tell me all you 
know concerning the Count de Hagen, I promise 
not to disclose any of your former evil deeds," — a 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Inspector J ordine works out an Idea. 47 

promise the Inspector was quite safe in giving, for, 
beyond what he suspected, he knew very little of 
Femier's previous life. But possessing a deep in- 
sight into human nature, he was simply working 
on the prisoner's fears, knowing him to be a desperate 
coward. 

"You said the Count had a nephew," continued 
Jordine, after a short pause, 

"Yes, M. rinspecteur — a pale, sickly youth, weak 
in mind and body, who, after the death of his father, 
succeeded to the Chateau-Rouge estates. The Count 
was left his sole guardian, on the understanding 
that if the nephew died before the age of twenty- 
one, the property should devolve to the uncle. 
This held out a fierce temptation to the ambitious 
Count, who immediately began plotting to get the 
estate into his own hands, but could not devise 
any means of doing so. At last he hit upon a 
plan, and sent for me. 

" * Femier,* he said, when we were closetted in 
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his study, 'you know this wealth reverts to me if 
the young man should die.' 
- "*Yes/ I answered. 

"'Well, suppose we have a fictitious death.' 

" ' A fictitious death,' I said ; * what do you mean, 
M. le Comte?' 

"'You told me you knew something of your 
father's craft Now, prepare for me a cast of my 
nephew's head. I will get the figure ready. It will 
be reported the youth was taken suddenly ill, and 
that after a few days he had died. We will then 
bury the image in his stead. Leave it to me ; I will 
take care no one discovers the fraud.' 

" Accordingly, I set about preparing the cast, and, 
in due time, the report was spread that the young 
Count de Hagen had died after a few days' illness. 
No one was surprised, as they knew him to be 
delicate, and the funeral was largely attended. I 
was present After the coffin came the scheming 
uncle; and, although he made a violent effort to 
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appear grave and affected, I could distinguish a 
smile of satisfaction underneath this outward show. 
The affair had succeeded perfectly, and he was 
now possessed of the Chateau-Rouge estates." 

"And the nephew?" asked Jordine eagerly, in 
his excitement losing the habitual control over his 
feelings, and advancing towards the little man. 

An anxious pause of some moments ensued, 
during which time not a sound could be heard in 
the room save the measured tick of a timepiece on 
the wall ; then Femier answered slowly, — 

" Olivier de Hagen lives in a wretched cellar under 
the Chateau." 
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ESTELLE. 

We have too long neglected Gascoigne, but could 
not well return to him before. Utterly bewildered 
by the strange spectacle he had witnessed in the old 
abbey, he did not recover composure until he found 
himself in the principal street of Agentan. Hasten- 
ing towards the police-office, he informed the In- 
spector of the attempt made on his life, omitting, 
however, to mention the subsequent scene in the 
ruin. Thus it was that Jordine, recognising the men 
described as those whom he had seen leave the 
,,:n — re inn, and knowing a great deal of their doings, 
set out for the Chateau-Rouge, rightly con- 
ring that Fernier would return there sooner or 
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Gascoigne then directed his steps towards the 
barracks, and, crossing the square, entered the officers* 
quarters. In the long, low mess-room he found four 
of his brother officers. As there existed between 
them and Gerald a perfect bond of good fellowship, 
and as they not only accompanied but often suc- 
coured him during the terrible war which followed, 
we shall endeavour to describe them here. 

That tall, handsome man who reclined back in 
his chair, his legs stretched out,, and his heels resting 
on the fender, was Captain Henri de Fontenelle, a 
distinguished officer, who, although the others ap- 
peared excited as if by some sudden news, remained 
quietly seated. He was a man of noble bearing, 
brave and generous. He treated the junior officers 
with cordiality, while they on their part looked up 
to him with admiration and respect. He was their 
beau-ideal of a soldier, and to emulate him was their 
chief desire. 

M. le Fevre, a man with a pleasing and good- 
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humoured countenance, which was yet wanting in an 
expression of much intellect, leant his back against 
the mantel-shelf, and seemed intent on examining 
the carpet. Occasionally he raised his head to ad- 
dress his companions. He had served during the 
Mexican War — a fact easily gathered from his con- 
versation. 

The third, M. Pierre Durand, was seated at. a 
table, examining what appeared to be a map of 
France. Though small in stature, he was by no 
means of insignificant appearance ; of an abrupt and 
determined manner ; and, whether from a natural 
defect in his speech, or from the haste with which he 
jerked out his sentences, he rarely pronounced a pro- 
noun or an article. He took an intense delight in 
chaffing Le Fevre, chiefly concerning that officer's 
reminiscences of the Mexican War. The wordy 
conflict waged between them often provoked much 
fnerriment among their companions. 

Louis de Berchigney, the youngest of them all. 
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paced excitedly up and down the room, his eyes 
sparkling, his lips compressed, and his whole de- 
meanour displaying the fiery ardour of youth. Now 
and then he paused to examine the map over 
Durand's shoulder. 

" Ah, Gascoigne, my friend," he exclaimed, as the 
latter entered, "here is news! The regiment has 
been ordered to join the army at Metz. At last 
we are going to measure ourselves with the Prussians. 
What an opportunity of distinguishing one's-self under 
the very eyes of the Emperor ! But what is this ? " 
he continued, checking his enthusiasm. "Your hands 
are stained with blood. What has happened?" 

"I have narrowly escaped being assassinated," 
replied Gascoigne ; and he related to them the 
extraordinary circumstances connected with the 
attack made upon him in the wood, adding, — 

" What astonishes me most about the whole affair 
is, that if they wanted to murder me, they did not 
employ fouler means, for my opponent — he must 
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have been a practised fencer — defeated me fairly, and 
the little man did not interfere in the contest." 

The officers listened to his account with rapt 
attention ; each now vented his opinion on the 
occurrence. 

" Have you an enemy, Gascoigne ? " asked De 
Fontenelle, turning round. "Or perhaps a rival, eh? " 

" Robbers, depend upon it," said Le Fevre. " I 
remember being attacked much in the same way 
by two beggarly natives during the Siege of Puebla ; 
but the fates were propitious unto me, and their 
deadly intent was frustrated by the opportune 
arrival of a patrol." 

"Faugh! — talk sense," ejaculated Durand. 

M. le Fevre often indulged in somewhat exalted 
language, which was sure to cause an explosion on 
the part of M. Durand. 

"Well, Gerald, you will not have an opportunity 
of seeing your little pedlar punished if he is cap- 
tured, for in twenty-four hours we will be on the 
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march to Metz," said Louis de Berchigney, who, 
being about the same age as Gascoigne, was 
one of his warmest friends. "At last we are to 
see service," he continued, his enthusiasm kindling 
afresh. "War — it is a field whereon we may reap 
honour, glory, and our sovereign's approval. Vive 
VEmpereur ! " 

Poor Louis ! if he only knew that the honour 
after which he strove so -hard was but a delusive 
phantom, which would vanish from his grasp when 
he thought to retain it ; the glory, to fill an un- 
known soldier's grave! We have seen those clear 
blue eyes of his animated and glistening like bril- 
liant stars ; we have seen them glazed and 
staring in death. Such, alas ! is too often the glory 
of war ! 

" When do we start ? " asked Gascoigne, whom this 
unexpected news had taken by surprise, and who 
was inwardly arranging a farewell visit to Estelle 
Thornton. 
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" To-morrow afternoon ; we cannot possibly be 
ready before then," replied Louis, again pacing to 
and fro. 

"In the Mexican War " began Le Fevre. 

" Devil take Mexican War ! Sick of it," interrupted 
Durand. 

" They say the Emperor wishes to test the loyalty 
of the army," resumed Louis de Berchigney. " He 
will find it staunch and true if it is all composed of 
such regiments as ours!" 

The enthusiasm of the young man infused itself 
into the others present, and rising with one accord, 
they cried, " Vive rEmpereurl" A servant enter- 
ing at this moment was ordered to bring wine and 
glasses, .and right loyally did they pledge their 
sovereign's health in a deep draught. M. le Fevre, 
however, did not appear quite satisfied at the turn 
their ideas had taken, and seemed very much inclined 
to favour them with a detailed account of the 
Mexican War, from the Siege of Puebla down to 
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the establishment of the Emperor Maximilian on 
the throne. 

The following afternoon the barrack-square was 
the scene of much apparent confusion, consequent 
upon the hasty departure of the Hussars. The 
horses were ranged in a line, and between each a 
man was busy grooming and saddling his charger. 
Others of the soldiers ran hither and thither, their 
jackets off and shirt-sleeves rolled back, removing 
large boxes, bringing forth their belongings from 
the houses around, and piling them in the middle 
of the square. One could scarcely believe that 
all this turmoil and disorder would result in the 
brilliant and trimly equipped procession which 
wended its way through the streets of Agentan 
some hours later. Around the gateway a small but 
animated crowd witnessed the preparations. 

Now a mounted officer, crossing the barrack-yard, 
urges his horse through the spectators, who make 
way for him on every hand. Once outside, he takes 
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the road in the direction of the village of Chateau- 
Rouge. It IS Gerald Gascoigne, bent upon an errand 
at once pleasing and painful — a farewell visit to 
Estelle Thornton. 

Although the day was still sultry, the great heat 
had diminished in some degree as Gerald drew rein 
before a gate leading to a small but exceedingly 
picturesque house, situated a short distance without 
the village. Leaving his horse in charge of a ragged 
urchin who happened to be. loitering about, he 
advanced up the short walk. The ground on either 
side was tastefully laid out in flower-beds, interspersed 
with fancy shrubs, and in one part a weeping willow 
had been converted into a natural arbour. The pro- 
jecting porch and lower part of the house was covered 
with ivy, through which here and there, as if wary 
of displaying its beauty, peeped the blushing and 
fragrant rose. 

With the freedom which a long acquaintance 
permitted, Gascoigne passed through the porch into 
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the cool hall j then, turning to the right, entered a 
pleasant sitting-room. The only occupant, a young 
girl, started up with a cry of joy and welcome on 
his appearance. 

Let the reader imagine a girl of eighteen, some- 
what above the ordinary height ; her figure " cast in 
beauty's mould," exquisitely formed, and rich in all 
the outlines of symmetry. A small head rose from 
a neck of dazzling whiteness, and was crowned with 
fair hair tinged with gold, which admirably suited 
her fresh complexion. Her eyes, of that mixture of 
dark blue and violet so rarely to be met with, had in 
them a sympathetic and tender expression. To com- 
plete the description, we have but to add a nose 
straight and short, and a small mouth, which, when 
she laughed — and it was often — displayed teeth of 
the purest ivory. But all this, we are aware, will 
not convey an adequate idea of her we wish tp 
describe; we must add to it that ineffable soft- 
ness and sweetness of countenance which contains 
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far more beauty than the mere regularity 'Of features. 
To give a finishing touch to the picture, there was 
about her a charming unconsciousness of her own 
attractions. 

Such was the outward appearance. We have yet 
to dwell on the more endearing characteristics of 
mind and heart. Extremely tender and jealous in 
her affections, she would not willingly wound the 
feelings of even the most humble of her acquaint- 
ances ; but let one of her friends be attacked, then 
the dignity of her nature showed itself — her eye 
flashed, and a duchess might have envied the haugh- 
tiness of her bearing. But this was on rare occasions j 
her usual manner was gentle and insinuating. 

The first warm greetings over, Estelle quickly 
perceived the grave expression of her lover's face. 

" It is true," he replied, in answer to her inquiries ; 
" it is true, Estelle — I am troubled, for at last 1 am 
compelled to leave you ; at least, for the present," 
he quickly added, noting the disappointment ot 
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the fair face. " The regiment has been ordered to 
Metz." 

"To the seat of war!" she exclaimed. Then, 
hiding her face in his neck to conceal the tears which 
had started to her eyes, she added, " Oh, Gerald, it 
is terrible ! " 

"Courage, Estelle," replied the young man, in a 
voice which he strove to render calm, deeply touched 
at her distress. "You know we are no longer the 
playmates we used to be. I am now a soldier, and 
must obey orders. It is to the seat of war we go ; 
but let us hope for a speedy and safe return. Perhaps,. 
Estelle, my name may reach you from the far-off 
battle-field as having been foremost in the perfor- 
mance of my duty." 

" Oh, do not expose yourself unnecessarily ! Pro- 
mise me you will not," she pleaded. 

He readily assented to this, and for some minutes 
neither spoke, each being occupied with their own 
sad thoughts. Gerald had forborne to mention any- 
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thing concerning the attack' made on him the previous 
night, dreading that at such a time it would completely 
overwhelm the poor girl. 

" When must you leave ? " asked Estelle suddenly. 

" This evening." 

" So soon ! " 

"It cannot be avoided ; the regiment starts in less 
than an hour. I must soon bid farewell." 

While Estelle went to seek her mother, Gerald 
paced the room to and fro, absorbed in gloomy reflec- 
tion. His feelings at such a moment cannot well be 
described : though painful,, there was still the soothing 
knowledge of a mutual love. He was aroused by the 
entrance of Mrs. Thornton. 

That good lady, who, from her long acquaintance 
with Gascoigne, looked upon him almost as a son, was 
evidently distressed at his departure. After some few 
words of caution, she bade him an affectionate fare- 
well, and with a ready tact left the lovers alone. 

We cannot dwell on their leave-taking, save that 
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after the last lingering embrace, Gerald emerged from 
the house and strode rapidly down the walk. His 
pale and rigidly set face told how much he felt the 
parting. He had not gone many minutes, when 
Estelle, seizing a large summer hat, ran lightly down 
to the gate to wave a last adieu. There she stood 
watching the retreating form of the horseman until 
he had reached a bend in the road. Here he paused 
a moment, and looking back, waved his hand in 
answer to her mute farewell. Then he was gone, and 
she felt that with him went a portion of her life. 

She remained standing almost motionless for some 
time longer, her gaze steadfastly fixed on the cruel 
trees which hid her lover from her sight, perhaps in 
the vain hope of seeing him reappear behind them. 
Then reluctantly she retraced her footsteps towards 
the house. 

Sorrow craves for solitude. Instead of entering, 
Estelle turned aside to the quaint arbour already 
mentioned, where, unseen, she could indulge in fond 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



64 The Shadow of a Life. 

remembrances. The picture then presented was 
better calculated for the brush of the artist to paint 
than for the pen of the writer to describe. The fair 
face, shaded by the large hat, wore a sadly thoughtful 
yet infinitely sweet expression, while the soft light 
of evening imparted to it a look almost heavenly. 
Seeing her thus, one would be inclined to believe her 
the embodiment of all that was pure and lovely, the 
sanctity of whose reverie nothing short of a celestial 
messenger could dare to invade. It was not one, 
however, who suddenly presented itself to her gaze — 
it was the forbidding face and stooping figure of the 
Count de Hagen. 
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FOR THE SEAT OF WAR. 



" I AM extremely fortunate, Mademoiselle," began 
the Count, bowing with a smile he meant to be pre- 
possessing, but which was far from being so; "I 
am extremely fortunate in thus finding you alone. 
It is a pleasure I have often anticipated. But you 
appear sad ; what is it that can trouble one so 
universally admired and loved as Mademoiselle 
Estelle?" 

Among all her acquaintances there was none to 
whom the young girl bore an especial dislike save 
the Count de Hagen. This dislike, natural in itself, 
was considerably heightened of late by his open 
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admiration, the attentions he paid her, and by 
his frequent visits to their house. It may be ima- 
gined then with what aversion she received his 
advances, coming as they did at a time when his 
presence, above all others, was most disagreeable 
to her. 

" Ah, I see," continued the Count, after a pause ; 
" the Hussars leave for the seat of war this evening. 
If reports speaks true, there is one amongst them 
whom Mademoiselle Thornton especially favours 
above her many admirers." 

" If you refer to Lieutenant Gascoigne, M. le 
Comte," replied Estelle, nettled, " I should think his 
long intimacy with my family would warrant our 
feeling his departure." • 

" No doubt, no doubt," resumed De Hagen. 
"And yet I would wish you to consider, Made- 
moiselle, that there may be many a more eligible 
suitor for your hand than a lieutenant of Hussars." 

" I do not understand you, M. le Comte," said 
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the girl, looking up. The eyes of her companion 
were fixed upon her with an expression of open 
admiration and passionate desire. 

" Then I will explain," replied the Count, seat- 
ing himself beside her and attempting to take her 
hand, which she quickly withdrew. "You must 
have perceived ere now, Mademoiselle, that I love 
you ; yes, not indeed with the ardour of boyhood, 
but with the resolute and enduring passion of a 
man. Think of what I offer you — wealth, station, 
and luxury. Accept them, and my life shall be 
devoted to gratifying your every wish." 

"No, no ; I cannot!" faltered Estelle, shrinking 
from him. 

" Ah, I perceive," continued the Count, his face 
suddenly darkening and his evil temper gaining the 
mastery over him ; " you prefer the love of a worth- 
less youth accused of dissipation — one of doubtful 
origin — the offshoot of some English family probably, 
who disowned him. He has no pretensions to the 
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position he occupies. You accept such an one, and 
reject the rank which I offer." 

Estelle had risen during this tirade, and, confront- 
ing him with flashing eyes and quivering lips, she 
replied bitterly, — 

"It is well, M. le Comte, that Gerald Gascoigne 
is not present, or you would have received the 
chastisement your cowardly insinuations deserve." 

With a scornful toss of her head, she darted from 
the arbour. 

"Stay! stay!" exclaimed De Hagen, seeing the 
mistake he had made, and clutching at her dress ; 
but the frail muslin rent, and a part of it remained 
in his hand. 

Estelle quickly regained the house, and hastening 
to her own room, threw herself into a chair ; her 
pent-up feelings gave way, and a flood of tears 
relieved her over-strained nerves. 

As for the Count de Hagen, he stood some 
minutes in the arbour, his face working frightfully, 
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his limbs shaking, and his whole being convulsed 
with rage. Then, lifting his hand towards the house, 
he muttered, — 

" You have refused^-despised my offer. Very 
well, you must take the consequences. Now for 
my other plan." 

So saying, he departed, full of evil intent, to- 
wards his Chateau. 

Our narrative compels us to follow Gascoigne. 
Before entering the town he paid a final visit to 
the house which for years had been his home. It 
was with a sad heart he passed through the familiar 
rooms. Every article was hallowed by recollec- 
tions of his boyhood, and he could not but be 
conscious that he gazed upon them perhaps for 
the last time. After bidding farewell to the old 
servant he had left in charge, he hastened to re- 
join his regiment. 

He found the Hussars drawn up in line within 
the barrack-yard, awaiting the order to march. 
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Presently a murmur resembling a stifled cheer 
passed through the ranks ; then all was hushed as 
the colonel rode past. The word was given, the 
band struck up a lively march, they wheeled around, 
then slowly defiled through the arched gateway. 

Now followed a scene truly harrowing. From 
among the crowd here could be seen an old de- 
crepid man, hobbling along with the aid of a stick, 
by the side of a tall Hussar. It is a father bestow- 
ing his last injunctions and blessings on his son. 
There some woman clings to the hand of another^ 
and wets it with her tears. It is a mother praying 
for the safety of her boy. Yonder, a brother or 
sister presses forward for the last long shake of the 
hand. Now some pale, girlish face peeps through 
the crowd and gazes for tne last time on the form 
of her lover. A mute adieu passes between them, 
and all is over save the remembrance. There they 
go, an imposing and grand procession ; few indeed 
will return to the lovely valley of the Orne. 
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Blow the trumpets ; let the band play stirring 
music. It cheers their hearts, excites their feel- 
ings, and makes them forget that grim death 
awaits many an one. 

It was a tranquil summer's evening as they reached 
an eminence outside Agentan. All nature seemed 
hushed at the approach of night. No sound broke 
upon the ear save the distant low of the cattle, or 
the resound of the woodman's axe as he clave the 
wood to prepare his evening meal. Many a head 
was turned back towards the town^ over which the 
smoke congregated in a thin white veil. Many a 
heart throbbed with remembrances of the days spent 
there. Gerald, who rode in company with Le Fevre, 
Durand, and Louis de Berchigney, was rather dis- 
posed to indulge in reflection ; nevertheless, he 
could not but be amused at the conversation of 
the two former officers. 

" War," began Le Fevre, " has been carried on in 
all ages by all nations. But now that science has 
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perfected the necessary implements, we will see it 
waged on an entirely different scale. They say the 
needle-gun is a terrible weapon in the hands of a 
Prussian sharp-shooter. There is one benefit among 
others, Durand, in possessing a small body — the 
enemy will not have such a good mark in you." 

"Better small body and much mind than large 
frame and no brains," returned the other sharply. 

" I question whether it would be of more advan- 
tage in a cavalry charge,", said the Mexican hero ; 
"and a finely proportioned figure is certainly of 
much account in affaires-de-coeurr 

, " Ever in love, Le Fevre — eh ? " abruptly inquired 
Durand. 

" Oh, as to that, I never could exist without it. 
Different from you, Durand, as you are reported a 
woman-hater, though some say it is not your fault, 
but that the fair creatures were never prepossessed 
by you." 

The other officer was about to retort, when their 
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attention was attracted by the clatter of hoofs ap- 
proaching from behind. No sooner did the rider 
appear in view than he was greeted with pro- 
longed laughter, and cries of " Here comes Boney ! " 
" Make way for Napoleon ! " and " Bravo, le petit 
caporal!'' 

The object of these remarks was a youth of per- 
haps some twelve years, and by no means well 
grown for that age, arrayed in the uniform of a 
Hussar, and having on his head an immense helmet, 
which af)peared supported by the ears that jutted 
out on either side. " Boney," as he was familiarly 
called — ^and it was certainly an appropriate epithet 
— was found, when a child, outside a barrack-gate, 
and had been immediately adopted by the Hussar 
regiment stationed within. The hospitality and 
kindness which form part of the soldier's character 
were extended to the poor outcast He had been 
cradled on a soldier's knee, fed and clothed by the 
men of the regiment. They styled him by the 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



74 The Shadow of a Life. 

names given above, saying that one day he might 
attain the highest military rank. Being somewhat 
incautious in their treatment of him, they had sup- 
plied him with part of their liquors, which had the 
effect of stunting his growth. Under such tutelage 
he had become a soldier in bearing, mischievous and 
wayward in temper, yet withal of a kindly disposi- 
tion. His face was small and wizened, and he had 
the appearance of being much older than he really 
was. 

In the hurry of departure, the juvenile Hussar was 
forgotten ; but he . evidently had taken his own 
measures, for he now appeared on a small, lean, 
and ill-favoured steed, probably borrowed from some 
peasant A more grotesque figure can hardly be 
imagined than he cut. Gravely saluting the officers 
as he passed, he took his place irf the ranks, avoid- 
ing the eye of the colonel, of whom he had an in- 
stinctive dread. 

" Come, Durand, you promised once to relate your 
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only love affair," said Louis de Berchigney, speaking 
for the first time since the commencement of the 
journey, so rapt had he been in anticipations of the 
glorious career opened before him. "It is still two 
hours' ride to Vemeuil, where we are to halt for the 
night. It will serve to enliven the way ; so let us 
have it." 

Durand, nothing loath, complied with the request. 
As the account was given in his usual jerky style, 
it caused much merriment among his companions. 
It ran thus : — 

" Was stationed at Neufchateau, small town in 
Lorraine. No barracks there — men quartered in 
stores. Lodged with nice, quiet, respectable family 
— father, mother, one son, and daughter. Saw her 
sometimes— lovely creature — was desperately smitten. 
Acquaintance proceeded slowly, but so much time 
on hands, made love to beautiful Emile." 

The bare idea of Durand making love in his dis- 
jointed manner caused the story to be interrupted 
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by a general laugh. When the mirth had subsided, 
the gallant Pierre continued: — 

"Things went smoothly for months. Emile con- 
fessed she was not indifferent to me — swore I loved 
her deeply. At last detachment was recalled to 
headquarters. No idea of matrimony — sought Emile 
— informed her must depart Storms of tears — de- 
clared she would go with me. Told her it could 
;iot be — screamed, and fell fainting into my arms. 
Father came in, vowed should marry his daughter. 
Mother followed, danced about room, crying, 
* Blighted affections ! ' * Strong hopes ! ' and other 
extravagant phrases. Finally they bore the droop- 
ing maid away and locked the door. Was a prisoner 
— must escape somehow. Waited patiently for night 
— made a rope of table-cloth — fastened it inside, and 
got out through window. Descended quickly — 
infernal dog in garden below attacked me. Noise 
brought out brother and father. Ran for life, dog 
hanging on to my coat-tails. Tried to ascend wall. 
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but accursed animal held on fast. Fortunately cloth 
gave way — scrambled over — ^just in time. Left early 
next morning. Never heard anything of Emile or 
family since." 

The story led to others. Le Fevre, especially, 
enlarged on his many affairs of gallantry in the 
several towns wherein he was stationed, not forget- 
ting to dwell particularly upon one which happened 
" during the Siege of Puebla in the Mexican War." . 

The pleasant summer's evening had slowly merged 
into a clear moonlight night. As the regiment 
entered Verneuil, the inhabitants, great and small, 
flocked out to see them pass, and greeted them 
with the liveliest enthusiasm. " Food for Prussian 
powder," said some cynical individual who did not 
share in the general excitement. 

On reaching the barracks, a large square building 
overlooking the street, Gerald, leaving the other 
officers in one of the lower rooms, hastened upstairs 
to the sleeping apartments, where he could indulge 
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in fond remembrances. Hitherto the hurried events 
had kept his mind On a continual strain ; but now 
alone in this quiet room, he gazed forth upon the 
street, and allowed his thoughts to wander back over 
the past. He could not assign any cause for the 
strange attack made on him the previous night; 
neither could he imagine how the girl had happened 
to be present, and so opportunely rescued him. 
Then again, the scene in the ruins flashed before 
him. What was her object ? He had arrived at 
this point when a figure crossed the street, and 
pausing under the window, looked up at the building. 

" Heavens ! there she is again," exclaimed Gas- 
coigne, startled out of his reverie. 

It was, indeed, the same girl whom we have before 
noticed on three different occasions, who now, after 
standing motionless a few minutes, disappeared down 
the street. 
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" BAPTISM OF FIRE.'' 

"Hussars, by fours— march ! " 

More than a week has passed since the events 
detailed in the last chapter. This afternoon was 
indeed a contrast to that on which the regiment had 
commenced its journey. The clouds, which during 
the earlier portion of the day had given warning of 
their intent by a few preparatory showers, now 
belched forth their torrents. The rain, caught by 
a high wind, was dashed in gusts right in the faces 
of the Hussars, as, in obedience to the above order, 
they issued from the little village where the mid- 
day halt had been made. 

"J/izyi?/, what a downpour!" exclaimed Le Fevre 
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. drawing his cloak more closely round him. " Not 
very pleasant weather for opening a campaign." 

"Wonder if we shall reach St. Avoid to-night," 
observed Louis de Berchigney. 

" Hope so," replied Durand. 

" I, for one, am heartily glad that we were ordered 
to the front, and not caged in that grim old fortress 
of Metz," continued Louis. " As we are to join 
General Frossard's corps, we are likely to see the 
commencement of hostilities. The Emperor evi- 
dently meditates some bold stroke, and we may 
be fortunate enough to take part in it. In a few 
months we shall drive these Germans back to their 
own territory, and besiege them in their vaunted 
Berlin itself" . 

" Nothing can damp your ardour, Berchigney — 
not even being drenched with rain," remarked 
Captain de Fontenelle. 

" Here comes a horseman towards us in hot 
haste," exclaimed Le Fevre. "As I live, it is one 
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of our famous Chasseurs d'Afrique. Gallant fellows 
they are ; they served during the Mexican War." 

" He brings a despatch for the Colonel," said 
Gascoigne. " It must be of importance, for, judging 
by his foaming horse, the trooper has ridden hard 
and far." 

The anxiety to hear the contents of the despatch 
was manifest in every face. Nor did the excitement 
abate when it was known that it was an order from 
General Frossard to use all speed in their march, 
in order, if possible, to reach the camp that evening, 
as on the morrow an attack was to be made on the 
Prussians. 

As if the whole regiment formed but one body 
actuated by one spirit, this unexpected news thrilled 
through its ranks. Those who before were silent 
and gloomy now became animated. The rain was 
no more thought of, and with renewed vigour they 
set forward. 

As the evening waned, they reached the outskirts 
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of the camp, and were assigned quarters by the 
commandant. The rain had now ceased, the slant- 
ing rays of the setting sun lit up the scene, and 
were reflected back by a thousand crystal drops. 
The birds, ere retiring to rest, filled the air with 
their melodious carols. 

" Life," says a writer, " is full of the strongest 
contrasts." On no occasion is this more manifest 
than on the eve of a battle. Here a noisy group 
listened to an obscene story; while near them, 
seated on his knapsack, a pious veteran pored 
over some holy book. There a couple of dashing 
Zouaves swaggered along, and paused to jeer at 
a youthful conscript, who, poor boy, was engaged 
writing to those dear to him at home. Grey-haired 
chasseurs related the glories of former campaigns ; 
sentries paced to and fro ; stately lancers, bearing 
despatches, hurried past ; in every direction could 
be seen enthusiastic soldiers elated with the hopes 
of speedy victory, and entirely ignoring the fact 
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that between them and the German capital lay a 
vast army composed of cool, determined, and well- 
disciplined patriots. 

As Gascoigne, who had been making a tour of 
the camp, was returning to his quarters after dusk, 
he encountered Captain de Fontenelle standing 
apart on a small mound, and gazing on the range 
of hills which on the morrow were to be occupied 
by the French troops. Gerald had often remarked 
a certain thoughtfulness, at times amounting to 
melancholy, about this man, which impressed him 
with the idea that his history had been a sad and 
eventful one. On the present occasion, he seemed 
pleased at meeting his younger companion. 

"Listen to those sounds," he said, pointing down 
to the camp, from whence proceeded the clamour 
and din consequent upon the preparations for battle. 
"The soldiers are overjoyed at the prospect of 
action. They think it is as easy to reach Berlin 
as it is to storm, a hill in a sham fight." 
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"We are to attack the Prussians in Saarbruck 
to-morrow," said Gascoigne. 

"Too much time has already been wasted," re- 
plied De Fontenelle. " The essential qualities of 
the French soldier are promptitude, dash, and sudden- 
ness of assault. Vacillation or delay is ruinous to 
their discipline. Already serious disorders have 
Crept into the army owing to the want of action 
in its commanders." 

" You surprise me," said Gerald. " I thought its 
formation nearly perfect." 

" There is great failure in its organization," an- 
swered his companion. " Every regiment is separate 
from the other, and there is a total want of com- 
bined action. I have studied every feature carefully, 
and must confess that its state does not compare 
favourably with the army of our opponents." 

"You have seen it also?" 

"I have, and consider it the most wonderful 
demonstration of military power ever constructed. 
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Each man is a well-drilled, intelligent soldier, ac- 
customed to discipline, and with implicit confidence 
in his commander. Yet so habituated are they to 
united action, that they seem to compose a vast 
machine. I do not want to dispirit you, Gascoigne, 
and I may appear to take a gloomy view of the 
matter. We have competent leaders in Mac Mahon, 
Bazaine, and General Frossard. For myself, I am 
certain I shall not survive the war." 

A solemn silence fell upon the two men. They 
continued to gaze down upon the camp, in which 
lights began to twinkle. At last De Fontenelle, 
rousing himself with an effort, said, — 

" If, after an action, you miss me from the ranks, 
search the field for my body. Inside my jacket 
you will find a small parcel, which I rely on you 
to deliver as directed. I have entrusted you with 
this mission, Gascoigne, as I knpw your delicacy 
of feeling will prompt you to perform it without 
seeking to discover the nature of the errand." 
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"Believe me, Captain," replied Gerald, deeply 
affected, "your wishes shall be as sacred to me 
as those of a father, though I sincerely hope there 
may never be occasion for carrying them into 
effect." 

" Come, we are running off into gloomy specu- 
lations," said De Fontenelle cheerily. " Let us move 
towards our quarters ; we will need rest, for we 
must be astir by daybreak." 

Early next morning large bodies of troops were 
moved forward, and occupied the heights over- 
looking the open town of Saarbruck, which was 
held by an advanced post of the Prussian army. 
The Hussar regiment to which Gascoigne be- 
longed was stationed in the rear, under cover of 
a wood, from whence, if needed, it could easily 
be ordered to the front. No sooner had the 
troops taken their position than a hush such as 
often precedes the thunder-clap pervaded the whole 
line. Each soldier seemed conscious that the first 
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serious action of a terrible war was about to 
take place. The spell was fearfully broken. The 
loud roar of the Prussian cannon was heard 
as the batteries on the opposite slope of the 
Saar opened fire. The iron messengers of 
death soon covered the ground with killed and 
wounded. 

Now a loud and prolonged cheering was heard 
towards the right of the French position. The 
word was passed that the Emperor had arrived, 
and was riding in front of the columns. He was 
accompanied by the Prince Imperial and officers 
of the staff. 

Suddenly there burst forth a roar described, as 
" a continuous, dry, shrieking, terrible sound ! " It 
was caused by the discharge of the deadly weapon, 
the mitrailleuse, which is capable of projecting, with 
unerring aim, over one hundred balls a minute. The 
Prussian battalions were mown down "as a water- 
spout ravages and uproots a field of corn." Fresh 
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detachments appeared, and were dispersed in like 
manner. 

Meanwhile the French regiments had crossed the 
Saar and attacked the village of St. Arnaul. 
Though strongly defended, they resolutely carried 
it ; then rushing up the slopes, drove the enemy from 
their position, and established themselves on the 
heights opposite Saarbruck. 

The Prussians, finding the town no longer tenable, 
began to evacuate it On pressed the victorious 
French, their spirits elated with the first flush of 
victory. The Hussars were ordered into action, and 
charged the retreating columns. The Imperial 
party advanced within a short distance of the enemy, 
while bullets whistled around them. The young 
Prince picked up some spent balls in a manner 
which made "the soldiers shed tears of joy." 
Shortly after midday the affray had ceased, though 
the Prussian columns were still pursued by the fire 
of the mitrailleuses. 
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"Louis has received his baptism of fire," tele- 
graphed the Emperor Napoleon to the Empi'ess. 
Unfortunate prince ! it was, indeed, a sad baptism, 
the confirmation of which he received on the plains 
of Zululand. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

A RECONNOITRE. 

The dread thunder-bolt of war was now fairly 
launched. Though on the day following the affair 
at Saarbruck nothing of consequence happened, yet 
the whole surrounding country was a network of 
marching regiments, long ammunition trains, moving 
columns, and numerous foraging parties. The 
troops under General Frossard, elated with their 
success, occupied the heights they had taken, where 
they reposed, as they fondly imagined, in profound 
security. 

Next day, however, news was brought that the 
Prussians had fallen upon General Douay's division, 
which was advanced far beyond its supports, and 

90 
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almost annihilated it The Emperor, fearing a 
similar calamity might befall Frossard's corps, 
ordered him to withdraw his whole force to the 
Spicheren heights, which run parallel to those of 
Saarbruck. Between these ranges lies an open 
undulating plain, by which the enemy would have 
to approach if they meditated an attack. The 
Spicheren, a broad spur completely destitute of 
cover, formed the key of the French position. 

On occupying this almost impregnable post, the 
French gave themselves up to the enjoyment of 
such ease and comfort as they could obtain. On 
the second day it was thought advisable to send a 
squadron of Hussars to reconnoitre the outlying 
woods on the slopes of the Saarbruck hills. 
Accordingly, towards evening Captain de Fonten- 
elle's troop issued from the camp, under orders to 
scour the surrounding country and return at day- 
break. 

The prospect of a night ride, and the possibility 
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of discovering an enemy, was the source of keen 
enjoyment to the younger officers. Many were the 
expressions of hope vented that "they might have 
a brush with the beggarly Prussians." 

Swiftly crossing the plain at a gallop, while a 
light breeze played around them, which tended to 
exhilarate the spirits of the party, they reached the 
outskirts of the wood. 

"* Opportunity makes the man,'" said Louis de 
Berchigney to Gascoigne, "and here is one for us. 
If we fail to discover a trace of the enemy on this 
side of the hill, I should deem it advisable to ad- 
vance across the summit, where they may possibly 
be lurking." 

" Depend upon it they are not far off," replied 
Gascoigne, "though our troops could hardly be 
taken by surprise, as the Prussians would be clearly 
in sight crossing this broad table-land." 

"Yes, but suppose they planted batteries in that 
wood yonder," observed Captain de Fontenelle, who 
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had overheard the remark. " They could bombard 
our position without exposing a man." 

"Our reconnoitre will, I hope, prevent such an 
occurrence," replied Gerald. 

"The search must be executed thoroughly," con- 
tinued De Fontenelle. "We will therefore divide 
into three parties. You, Gascoigne, with ten men, 
will make a detour to the right ; you, Berchigney^ 
with a similar number, proceed in the opposite 
direction. I will push forward with the remainder 
towards the summit. Let no opportunity escape 
you of gaining information ; but I rely on you both 
to use the utmost caution. When darkness has set 
in, we will unite near the peasant's hut yonder, and 
rest till daybreak. Now each to your post." 

The officers upon this separated, each with his 
party taking the direction assigned to him. But 
though they penetrated into the deepest recesses 
of the woods, nothing hostile could be met with. 
Night having crept on apace, they turned their 
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horses' heads towards the appointed trysting-place. 
Gascoigne and his men were the first to arrive. 
They were quickly joined by their comrades ; and 
the whole troop, after securing their chargers to the 
trees, wrapped themselves in their cloaks, and betook 
them to repose on the verdant grass. 

The two younger officers were by far too much 
excited and restless to sleep. The sultriness of 
the atmosphere was oppressive. They reclined at 
a distance from their companions, and conversed in 
whispers. Slowly the hours rolled on. Not a 
sound broke the calm stillness of the summer 
night save the occasional noise made by a horse 
champing his bit, the buzz of insects, or the 
measured tread of the sentries as they paced to 
and fro. Gascoigne, after turning his gaze towards 
the starry heavens in silent contemplation, settled 
himself to rest on the ground, and his example was 
speedily followed by his companion. 

Hark! what was that? Surely a low rumbling 
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sound, or was it the wind approaching from afar, 
and soughing through the topmost branches of the 
forest ? The two officers started upright ; their gaze 
was rivetted on each other in a questioning manner, 
their ears strained to the utmost — but all was again 
hushed in peaceful repose. 

"It must have been the wind," said Berchigney 
to his companion, after listening some minutes ; 
"and yet " 

Again ! — this time slightly more distinct — that 
heavy rumbling. The horses hear it ; they prick up 
their ears, arch their necks, and sniff the air in an 
affrighted manner. The sentries, too, pause in their 
regular pacings. 

Again ! still more distinctly now, accompanied by 
a hundred other indescribable sounds. The young 
men, thoroughly alarmed, started to their feet, and 
hastened to awake their captain. De Fontenelle 
raised himself on his elbow, and bending towards 
the earth, listened attentively. 
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"Do you not hear it?" 

The troopers, roused from their slumbers, were 
starting from the ground in various attitudes, some 
kneeling, others standing upright, all anxiously- 
awaiting the answer of their commander. Minutes 
flew by, then De Fontenelle, arising, said slowly, — 

" It is the rumble of the Prussian artillery being 
dragged up the hill from Saarbruck." 

Swiftly, yet without noise or confusion, each man 
hastened towards his charter. Quietly, yet with 
perfect distinctness, the captain gave the order to 
mount. The first streak of dawn was appearing in 
the eastern sky. 

" Not a moment is to be lost," said De Fontenelle, 
" if we would alarm our troops, or a terrible cannon- 
ade will burst upon them while they are unprepared 
and unprotected. And yet I would wish to ascertain 
the strength and position of the enemy's guns." 

*' If you would allow me, man Capitaine^^ said 
Berchigney, burning to distinguish himself, "I will 
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advance on foot up the hill, and endeavour to gain 
the necessary information. Hark ! they are already 
erecting the batteries." 

*' It would be a good plan, but would expose you 
to much danger. I could not consent to your going 
alone." 

" A number would only increase the difficulty of 
the undertaking, and render it more liable to be 
discovered." 

" If Captain de Fontenelle would permit it, I should 
desire to be allowed to accompany you," said Gas- 
coigne. 

Meanwhile the sounds had gradually increased. 
They could distinctly hear in the clear morning air 
the Prussians at work. Even the voices of the officers 
were audible as they issued their orders. De Fon- 
tenelle mused a moment, then said, — 

" Be it so. Try and ascertain the exact position of 
the guns ; it will be of great advantage to us. Be 
careful not to expose yourselves, and follow us as 

H 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



98 The Shadow of a Life. 

soon as possible. At the foot of the hill I will leave 
your horses in charge of a trooper. We must at 
once to the camp and give the alarm. Adieu." 

He turned, gave the necessary orders, and off went 
the troop down the hill, leaving the young men 
standing alone. The novelty of the situation was 
not without its attractions for them. Proceeding 
with much caution, and sheltering behind the trees, 
they began to ascend. On they went, inspired with 
the hope of rendering an important service. With 
much difficulty they reached an open glade, which 
afforded a full view of the summit. 

In the uncertain light they could distinguish the 
Prussian artillery, as gun after gun appeared from 
the opposite side, and disappeared again into the 
wood. The forms of the horsemen seemed of enor- 
mous size reflected against the clear sky. 

"There comes another," said Berchigney to his 
companion ; " but what is that dark moving line 
still farther to the right?" 
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" Evidently a body of infantry," replied Gascoigne. 

Suddenly immense masses, which they had mis- 
taken for clumps of trees, appeared in motion, coming 
towards them. They turned to descend, and, if 
possible, to approach the batteries. So engrossed 
had they been in contemplating the artillery that 
they had paid no attention to what was occurring in 
the rear. Gascoigne suddenly stopped, and grasping 
the other by the arm, pulled him to the ground. 

" Good heavens ! " he exclaimed ; " look, Berchigney ! 
See those dark forms moving among the trees. They 
are Prussian soldiers. We are hemmed in on all 
sides." 

It was true. Below, above, around, the woods 
swarmed with the enemy. The situation of the 
young men seemed hopeless. To be captured meant 
to be tried as spies. A spy's doom is death. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE JUVENILE HUSSAR. 

Close to where they crouched was a dense clump 
of underwood. 

" Quick, to the thicket ! " exclaimed Gascoigne ; 
"they are coming towards us. There," — as they 
crawled into the friendly shelter, — "we are safe for 
the present, unless they approach nearer." 

From their hiding-place they could perceive the 
Prussian soldiers hastening in every direction. Co- 
lumns marched close by, their heavy tread reverbera- 
ting through the ground on which the fugitives were 
lying. It seemed by a miracle they escaped detec- 
tion. Twice, before half an hour had elapsed, they 
had given themselves up as lost. 

ICO 
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Bang! bang! bang! — there go the first guns. 
Others follow in rapid succession, mingled with the 
sharp crackling of the infantry's fire. But as yet no 
reply comes from the French position. A dreadful 
feeling of suspense stole over the young officers. 
Their enemies were approaching nearer and nearer 
to where they crouched : all. means of escape seemed 
cut off. 

"It cannot last much longer," said Berchigney 
excitedly. " Here comes a regiment in our direction. 
Let us make a dash for it ; we can but fall, and that 
is preferable to being captured and shot like dogs." 

Gascoigne with difficulty restrained him from 
springing forth sword in hand. 

" See," continued Gerald, " the regiment has halted ; 
we are safe as yet." 

Now a distant booming smote upon their ears. 
At last the French are replying. Their fire, however, 
causes little damage, as the Prussian columns are 
completely concealed by the wood, and by frequently 
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changing their position, give no clue to their where- 
abouts. These manoeuvres greatly imperil the safety 
of the fugitives. 

It was now that, on looking forth from their retreat, 
they perceived an extraordinary figure in the shape 
of a German soldier, advancing, though with caution, 
up the hill. This individual was extremely short in 
stature, but what was denied him in height was com- 
pensated for in breadth, or, as Berchigney graphically 
put it in a whisper to Gascoigne, " The little devil 
looks as broad as he is long." Moreover, the new- 
comer was ornamented with a huge spiked helmet, 
which, were it not that it was pushed far back on his 
head, would have completely eclipsed his features. 

Something in his appearance as he drew nigh 
struck the comrades as familiar. Not, indeed, that 
they had ever before beheld such a comical figure, 
but the face was not altogether unknown to them, 

" Parblieu ! " exclaimed Berchigney suddenly ; " it 
is owr petit caporal — the redoubtable Boney ; but what 
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the urchin is seeking, or how he comes to be here, 
passes my comprehension." 

" He is on the look-out for us," replied Gerald. " I 
remember he accompanied the troop in last night's 
reconnoitre, and probably remained behind with, our 
horses. He may prove of great assistance to us ; we 
must let him know of our vicinity." 

Upon this they endeavoured to attract the at- 
tention of the soi'disant Prussian, using extreme 
caution, lest they should be overheard by their 
enemies, who still lingered at no great distance. 
On repeating his name, they saw him turn quickly 
in their direction, but were unable to determine 
whether he had perceived them. To their mortifi- 
cation they beheld him depart down the hill, and 
as it would be highly dangerous to call louder, they 
despaired of receiving aid from that quarter. 

What was their astonishment when they bpheld 
him reappear in a few minutes, dragging, though 
with difficulty, the dead body of a German soldier. 
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So carefully did he convey the corpse, and so much 
apparent attention did he bestow upon it, that at 
a distance one would naturally conclude he was 
assisting a wounded comrade to where succour could 
be obtained. 

Arriving opposite the thicket in which the officers 
were hidden, he deposited the dead man upon the 
ground, and proceeded to divest him of his helmet, 
tunic, and side-arms. Having done so, he crawled 
through the underwood. So great is the force of 
discipline that, before proffering his spoils, he raised 
himself on his knees and gravely saluted his superiors. 
All this time not a word he spoke. 

Having successfully accomplished this dangerous 
and important feat, he opened his own — or rather 
his enemy's — ^jacket, and drew forth the various 
articles composing the uniform of a Prussian officer. 
It was these which had the effect of swelling his 
figure to such an enormous size. The two friends 
could with difficulty restrain from laughing, not- 
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withstanding the gravity of the situation, so ridicu- 
lously solemn was the little soldier in all his 
proceedings. 

" Bravo, Napoleon ! " said Berchigney. " You well 
deserve your illustrious title. If we ever reach the 
camp again, our captain shall hear of your service, 
and reward it accordingly. We have now the means 
of safety, but we must devise some plan of escape. 
What would you suggest, Gerald?" 

"That you and I disguise ourselves as German 
soldiers," replied Gascoigne. " Our little friend 
must be arrayed in the officer's uniform. He must 
personate a wounded commander. We will bear 
him between us to the outskirts of the wood, as if in 
search of medical aid. In this manner we may hope 
to clear the enemy's lines." 

"Capital!" returned his companion warmly. "If 
we do not cheat these canaille into believing us 
true followers of their doughty King William, it is 
marvellous ! " 
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Quickly donning the Prussian uniforms, they 
watched for a favourable opportunity, and issuing 
from the thicket, raised their youthful comrade, 
Berchigney supporting his head and Gascoigne his 
feet. Then they set out upon their perilous enter- 
prise. The cannon continued to belch forth around 
them with unmitigated fury, while occasionally a 
ball from their own camp tore up the ground. The 
smoke produced by the firing tended to assist their 
escape. 

Now their hearts beat quicker as they approached 
to where a battery was posted. The agony of sus- 
pense was awful — one question would have dashed 
their hopes to the ground, and exposed them to 
detection and death. Steadily on they went, bend- 
ing, as if in anxious solicitude, over their burden, 
and in this manner partially concealed their faces. 
But the Germans, being intently engaged in their 
work, only recognised two private soldiers conveying 
a wounded officer to the rear. 
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The first great danger passed, they were about to 
congratulate themselves upon the success of their 
undertaking. But there is an old adage which says, 
"Do not halloo until you are out of the wood." 
Doubly true was it in the present instance. A 
small detachment was approaching at right angles, 
and at such a distance that the two parties must 
undoubtedly clash unless either altered their course. 
For our friends to do so would at once arouse 
suspicion. There was nothing for it but to advance 
unhesitatingly. 

No one who has not been similarly situated can 
have any idea of the torture of mind they under- 
went. It would be impossible to describe their 
feelings — the succession of hope and fear — the arti^ 
fices used to delude the enemy. Now but a few 
paces separate the parties. The commander of the 
detachment turns towards the fugitives ; he pauses, 
about to address them. Scarcely are they able to 
sustain their burden. Just then Boney, writhing as 
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if in mortal agony, gave vent to a prolonged and 
piteous groan. 

It saved their lives ; the Prussian officer, not 
suspecting the imposition, passed on. Not till he 
and his company were fairly out of sight did the 
young men venture to halt and deliberate upon 
their future course of action. 

"We must make a wide detour towards our 
camp," said Berchigney, "and endeavour to gain a 
height from whence we may be able to discern how 
the battle wages." 

" Doubtless the enemy are trying to storm our 
position," said Gascoigne, "as they have almost 
completely evacuated these woods." 

Being now clear of the German lines, all three 
pushed forward at a rapid pace. The juvenile 
Napoleon, however, was somewhat retarded by the 
unnecessary dimensions of his garments, which, were 
he double the size, would have easily accommodated 
him. His companions could scarce repress a smile 
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at his grotesque figure. On they wandered through 
wood and glen, crossing streams and marshes, until 
towards midday they were compelled to halt at 
the cottage of a peasant and seek refreshment, 
having eaten nothing since the previous evening. 

After a short time spent in rest, they recom- 
menced their journey. In the afternoon they arrived 
before a gentle eminence, from the summit of which 
they rightly conjectured a full view of the battle 
could be obtained. Berchigney was the first to gain 
the height, having in his eagerness outstripped his 
comrades. 

"See! see!" he exclaimed; "we have just come 
at the critical moment." 

The Germans had advanced their forces across the 
plain through a storm of shot and shell, and the 
withering fire of the mitrailleuse, which levelled them 
to the earth in thousands. They were now assailing 
with heroic valour the almost perpendicular sides of 
the Spicheren hill. But they met with a desperate 
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resistance, and were constantly driven back. Still on 
they pressed, undaunted by their frequent repulses. 

The excitement of the young officers rose to fever 
pitch as they stood watching the hotly contested 
fight. 

" Look ! — to the left," again exclaimed Berchig- 
ney ; " the Prussians are making a flank movement. 
If not detected, it will enable them to carry the 
position." 

" And they are massing their troops for a vigorous 
assault on the right," said Gascoigne. " In another 
hour they will be masters of the height." 

It proved so. The French soldiers, notwithstand- 
ing that their customary courage and gallantry 
were exerted to the utmost, taken between two 
fires, were compelled to retreat. As evening closed 
in, the shattered remains of the brilliant array, 
which in the morning had held the heights, were 
falling back upon the village of Forbach, which 
was already overcrowded with camp-followers. 
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" Come," said Gascoigne, after witnessing the 
defeat of their friends ; " let us throw aside these 
uniforms — our soldiers may mistake us for enemies. 
We must endeavour to overtake the retreating 
columns." 

Acting on his advice, they once more set out. 
With heavy hearts, weary and footsore, they 
trudged along across the open country. Darkness 
fell upon them, and added still more to the gloom 
of their feelings. At last they were fortunate 
enough to meet with some troopers of their own 
regiments, who, on recognising their officers, pro- 
vided them with a couple of horses. Gladly accept- 
ing the offer, they were thus enabled to reach the 
village without further difficulty. 

On entering it, a scene of misery presented itself 
to their gaze. Families turned from their homes 
were wandering about the street — old men hobbling 
along — ^women rushing frantically in search of their 
children. On all sides w^ere disorderly soldiers of 
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every description, swearing, quarrelling, and in loud 
tones demanding refreshment. Still the living tide 
continued to pour in. 

The two officers directed their course to the 
more remote part of the village. Here, as they 
passed a house from which a cheerful light streamed, 
a figure enveloped in a cloak issued from the porch. 
For a moment the glimmer of the lamp within 
revealed the pale yet handsome face of a young 
girl. 

" If I did not know it to be utterly impossible," 
said Berchigney, turning to gaze after her, " I 
should certainly say I had seen that girl at 
Agentan." 

Gascoigne answered not ; he had recognised her 
at the first glance as the one who had so often 
and so mysteriously crossed his path. Her life 
seemed linked to his ; like a shadow she followed 
wherever he turned. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE NIGHT OF THE BATTLE. 

" MacMahon defeated ! " 

Such was the rumour circulated on the following 
day, as the scattered remnant of General Frossard's 
forces was retreating by circuitous routes towards 
the famous fortress of Metz. That this great Mar- 
shal, in whom the French reposed unshaken con- 
fidence, and who had won for himself the proud 
title of "Invincible," should now be conquered, 
spread abroad a feeling of dismay and apprehen- 
sion of future reverses. His defeat at Woerth, 
occurring on the same day as that of Frossard at 
Forbach, tended to heighten this effect. 

Like the sea, when it has swept away the first 
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great barriers, bursts with irresistible surging over 
the low-lying plains, so on rolled the vast hosts 
of the invading army, conquering and to conquer. 
For a time. the fierce tide was partly checked under 
the walls of the mighty fortresses which constituted 
the bulwarks of France on the eastern frontier. 
By far the most important of these were Strasburg 
and Metz. It is with the latter we have to do. 

The morning was clear and balmy. Two Hussar 
officers were posted on a small bridge, by which 
a road leading from the fortress crossed a narrow 
stream. Near them a sentry paced to and fro, 
while at no great distance some twenty troopers 
were busily engaged in preparing breakfast. One 
of the officers leant on the parapet of the bridge, 
and amused himself by throwing pebbles and small 
pieces of mortar whenever a stray fish approached 
the surface of the water. The startling reverses of 
the previous days had evidently produced no deep 
effect on this individual. 
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Not so with his companion, who wandered to and 
fro, ever and anon surveying the prospect through 
a field-glass. This one was in stature much 
inferior to his comrade, yet not only did he appear 
to exercise a control over him, but also to assume 
supreme command of the detachment. After scan- 
ning the distant hills, he turned his glass in the 
opposite direction, and his gaze wandered over the 
formidable outworks, redoubts, trenches, and other 
fortifications, which environed the fortress on every 
side. Having finished his survey, Durand — for he 
it was — gave vent to his opinion in the single 
word, — 

" Excellent ! " 

Then turning to his companion, he inquired in a 
sarcastic tone, — 

" Is M. le Fevre aware that there is such a thing 
as a German army near at hand ? " 

Thus addressed, the other faced slowly round, 
and bowing with mock gravity, replied, — 
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"Perfectly, M. Pierre Durand ; but what of that? 
From behind these entrenchments we can defy 
their utmost endeavours to dislodge us. True, we 
have sustained singularly disastrous reverses, but 
useless regrets will not mend the matter. Better 
put a bold face on it. The fates are against us." 

Such was the scene in the morning. 

We pass over the occurrences of midday. It 
would but be a recapitulation of a sudden and 
unexpected onslaught on the part of the Germans, 
striving to gain possession of the outworks— of a 
determined and gallant resistance made by the 
French, of the roar of cannon, the growling whurr 
of the mitrailleuse, the dashing charges of cavalry, 
the cheers of- the victors and the despair of the 
vanquished. 

It was night Darkness enveloped the battle- 
field in a gigantic, black shroud. The moon, ap- 
pearing ere long from behind a dense mass of 
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clouds on the horizon, slowly ascended into the 
clear expanse of heaven — slowly, indeed, as if the 
brilliant orb herself was cognisant of the appalling 
scenes her light would reveal ; seemingly unwilling 
to illuminate the distorted and disfigured faces of 
the brave dead — to roll back the curtain of dark- 
ness, and disclose the sights of carnage around. 

Few, if any, of those who may peruse these pages, 
have contemplated such a scene at such a time. If ^ 
not, descriptions cannot portray it. One would re- 
quire to be thrilled by the solemn hush, broken only 
by the neigh of a wounded steed, the distant call 
of the relief parties, or the groans of the dying. 
One would require to breathe the air surcharged 
with the odour of powder ; to behold the ground 
thickly strewn with slain ; to gaze upon their 
glazed faces ; to hear their last moan. One would 
require, we say, to perceive all this, and then it 
will be known what is meant by the night after 
a battle. 
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Stealthy forms are prowling around the field — 
some bearing lanterns, though scarcely needed, for 
the cold, clear radiance of the moon brightly dis- 
plays the surrounding objects. One figure there 
IS, noticeable from its contrast to the others. It is 
that of a female. Wrapped in a cloak, the hood 
thrown over her head, she proceeds to examine 
the slain. With hesitating tread, as if fearful of 
making some dread discovery, scanning with eager, 
scared look the features of the dead, she prosecutes 
her search — now bending to drag a man from 
under his encumbered steed, now pausing before a 
spot where the corpses lay thickly piled. 

Thus occupied, she reached a wooded knoll, at 
the foot of which extended a level green plot bor- 
dered by a stream whose waters were yet stained 
a crimson hue. This space was strewn with slain. 
Near the centre lay the figure of a young officer 
of Hussars, whose upturned face revealed a terrible 
gash across the forehead. On perceiving him, the 
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searcher, with a wild cry in which grief and des- 
pair were mingled, rushes forward and prostrates 
herself beside the body. 

With breathless anxiety she places her hand 
over the region of his heart. A momentary pause — 
to her an hour of agony ; then raising her eyes 
toward heaven, she exclaims, — 

" Thank God, he lives — he lives ! " 

Tenderly she raises the wounded head, and pil- 
lows it upon her bosom ; tenderly she wipes the 
blood from the sufferer's face ; tenderly she binds 
a handkerchief around his forehead. Then draw- 
ing a flask from beneath her cloak, she places it 
to the parched lips, and awaits the signs of re- 
turning consciousness. 

Her hood having fallen back, displays a youthful 
face of much beauty, though the strongly marked 
features were somewhat wanting in refinement It 
was a countenance in which strong and fierce pas- 
sions were portrayed, though at times, such as the 
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present, it glowed with a tender and loving expres- 
sion. 

Gazing thus upon her companion, she contem- 
plates with a mournful satisfaction his slight and 
graceful figure, his symmetrical limbs, and his 
manly aspect. 

Ere long the wounded man draws a deep breath, 
a slight tremor passes through his frame, then the 
eyes open slowly. Quickly his preserver shrouds 
her features in her cloak. 

The lips of the sufferer move. Faintly he mutters 
the name dearest to him — the name of Estelle ; 
then a sharp twinge of agony seizes him, and he 
relapses into unconsciousness. 

That single word, pronounced so feebly, produced 
a marked change in the girl's conduct. An un- 
controllable passion of jealousy possessed her. Re- 
linquishing her support, she allowed his head to 
rest again on [the ground, and, drawing away to a 
short distance, she threw back her hood. The face 
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was terribly altered ; the expression totally changed. 
Regarding the wounded officer almost as fiercely 
as she had before tenderly, she muttered, — 

" This — this is my reward ! For this I have fol- 
lowed where no other would venture, and reclaimed 
him from death's door. For this, when I discovered 
De Renzy's atrocious design, I stained my hands 
with the villain's blood — even though he was ac- 
counted my lover. It was to save him. And now 
the first name he utters is that of another. Mon 
DieUy it is unbearable ! Why did I not leave him 
alone to die? He will recover through my assist- 
ance, and she he now fancies near, will possess his 
love. The thought is madness — madness ! Ha ! " 
she added, as if struck by a sudden idea, and again 
approaching the young man, " if I cannot have him, 
no other shall. I have only to remove this bandage, 
the wound will bleed afresh, and he will die. All 
will soon be over." 

And with unsteady hand she began to unfasten 
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the handkerchief ; but the tide of love again flooded 
her breast, and swept before it all bitter feelings. 

" No, no," she moaned ; " I cannot do it. His life 
is mine. Mon DieUy how I love him ! " 

And she pressed her burning lips against his 
blood-stained cheek. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



CHAPTER XI. 

TRUE TILL DEATH. 

Some minutes elapsed ere the lonely watcher raised 
her head. When she did so, it was with the instinc- 
tive assurance that some one had approached un- 
seen, and was near at hand. Gazing fearfully around, 
she beheld the dark, muffled figure of a man standing 
erect and motionless at a distance of ten or twelve 
yards* Immediately she recognised in this individual 
one of those lawless plunderers of whom such dread- 
ful stories have been related, who hover round the 
field of battle for the purpose of practising their 
nefarious calling. She had little difficulty in divining, 
therefore, in what quest he had come hither. 

From her stooping posture she had evidently 
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escaped his notice, and as his face was turned in 
the opposite direction, he did not now perceive her. 
Anxiously she watched him. She saw him suddenly 
move forward and bend over a prostrate figure, evi- 
dently with the intention of rifling it. But the 
soldier was not yet dead ; the touch of the villain 
aroused him, and raising himself slightly from the 
ground, he displayed to the affrighted gaze of the 
girl the livid features of Louis de Berchigney. 

Without daring to utter a sound — her feelings 
wrought to the highest pitch of excitement — she 
awaited the issue of the rencontre. She beheld the 
wounded officer grasp his sword, which lay beside 
him, and endeavour to ward off" his assailant ; but 
at once the ruffian brandished a long sharp knife. 
She observed the bright steel flash in the moonlight, 
then ruthlessly plunged into the breast of the noble 
youth, who, with a hollow groan, fell back a corpse. 

An exclamation of horror and dismay broke from 
the witnesser of this appalling tragedy. Her strong 
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nerves quailed at last. What if the murderer should 
next turn his hand against herself, or, as she dreaded 
more, against the defenceless man she supported ? 
She would guard him to the last. Actuated by this 
motive, she seized a pistol which haply was at hand, 
and hastily ascertaining that it was loaded, prepared 
to defend the one for whom she would willingly 
sacrifice her life. 

On hearing her cry, the robber turned quickly in 
the direction of the sound, and perceiving his atro- 
cious deed had been observed, came speedily for- 
ward, holding in his hand the knife still reeking 
with the blood of his victim. Starting to her feet, 
the girl brandished her weapon. 
" Off! off! " she cried ; "a step nearer, and I fire." 
Seeing from her determined attitude the threat 
would certainly be fulfilled, the plunderer halted 
irresolute. After a moment's pause, he began to 
wheel round and round the spot where his opponent 
stood, his eyes menacingly fixed upon her, as if he 
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meditated a sudden rush. The courageous girl con- 
tinued to face him boldly, turning as he turned. 

Slowly, with cat-like tread, he paced on, lessening 
almost imperceptibly the circle he was describing. 
Not a word did he utter ; not a sound was made 
by his stealthy footfalls. 

During such trying moments the most trifling 
appearances are fixed upon the mind with a painful 
distinctness. Thus it was with her who now stood 
in jeopardy of her life. Though she endeavoured 
to keep her gaze rivetted on the repulsive counte- 
nance of her assailant, she could not prevent it 
wandering over his whole figure. She noted the 
broad-leafed hat drawn forward so as partly to con- 
ceal his features, the black lank hair escaping from 
under it, the colour and texture of his cloak, and the 
blood-stained knife still firmly grasped in his hand. 

The position was becoming unbearable to the un- 
protected girl. She was fascinated by the villain's 
malicious look. The awful silence oppressed her. 
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and with difficulty she restrained an increasing desire 
to scream and throw down her weapon. Seeing her 
falter, the murderer paused, evidently preparing for 
a rush, and he would speedily have added another 
victim to his list had not assistance arrived most 
opportunely to his female opponent. 

She had previously noticed at the foot of the 
knoll the extended figure of an Hussar belonging to 
Gascoigne's regiment. She had observed that he 
once raised himself upon his elbow, and seemed to 
take in the situation at a glance. Then he sank 
back again, apparently too wounded to render as- 
sistance. Now, as the plunderer halted with his 
back towards the spot where the Hussar lay, she 
perceived the latter gain his feet and stagger in their 
direction. At once she recognised in his immensely 
tall and muscular figure a soldier of De Fontenelle's 
troop, with whom she had been intimate in days 
gone by, and who had ever professed a strong attach- 
ment to her. 
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It required the utmost exertion to control her 
feelings at this juncture, and she dreaded lest by a 
look or sign she should betray the presence of her 
deliverer to the ruffian before her. But so engrossed 
was he that he did not perceive the approach of 
the soldier. 

In a few moments the trooper had reached his 
adversary. He paused, grasped his long sword with 
both hands, exerted all his remaining strength, and 
with a rush fonvard, dealt a terrible blow at the 
murderer's head, exclaiming as he did so, in a 
voice which rang out loud and distinct in the night 
air, — 

" This last stroke for Marie ! " 

The sword cleft deep into the robber's skull, and 
without a motion he fell to the ground a corpse. 
Over him dropped the lifeless form of the tall Hussar. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

JEALOUSY AND REVENGE. 

Marie — as the trooper had designated her — found 
her strength fast failing on being rescued from the 
perilous situation in which she had stood. Though 
she endeavoured to overcome the sensation of faint- 
ness, she sank to the ground close to the prostrate 
figure of Gascoigne. 

With a powerful effort she roused herself, know- 
ing that unless assistance was speedily brought to 
the wounded officer the delay might prove fatal. 
Not far oflf was a cottage, where, for some days past, 
she had found a home. The inmates had readily 
granted her an asylum on representing to them that 
she was the daughter of a sergeant in one of the 
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regiments stationed in the vicinity. To this abode 
she now directed her steps. 

On entering the cottage, she found two stout 
peasant lads busily occupied in examining various 
articles they had picked up on the field of battle. 
A younger sister was preparing supper, while their 
mother dozed in a chair near the fire. 

"Pierre," exclaimed Marie, in a low, eager voice, 
addressing the elder lad, "you must come with me 
at once." 

" Has your father been wounded ? " he demanded, 
with much concern. 

" No : as far as I can ascertain, he has escaped 
uninjured, but on the green plot near the hillock I 
found a young officer who is seriously wounded ; 
he will undoubtedly perish if left in that pitiable 
condition. With you and Jean to assist me, we can 
convey him here." 

" Bring him here ! " cried Pierre. " Why, what will 
these Germans say if they pay us a visit and find 
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us sheltering a French officer? They would burn 
the house over our heads." 

"You can conceal him in the loft," returned the 
girl. "By closing the trap-door and removing the 
ladder, no one unacquainted with the hiding-place . 
could discover his retreat." 

" Ma foiy these Germans smell a French officer as 
my dog would a rat." 

" But you will not leave him alone to die ? " 
inquired Marie, entreatingly. 

The young man shrugged his shoulders. 

This roused the girFs fierce temper. She stepped 
forward, and grasping his arm, exclaimed, — 

" You shall come with me ! " 

He looked at her fixedly for a moment, then 
probably divining the truth, shook off her hold, and 
walking to the farther end of the apartment, obsti- 
nately sat down. He himself secretly nourished a 
passion for the girl. 

She regarded him with flashing eyes ; then turn- 
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ing to the younger brother, she said, with a winning 
smile, — 

"Jean, I know you will accompany me." 

"I am ready to encounter any danger for you," 
he replied in a low voice. 

She rewarded him with another smile, and 
whispered, — 

" Come then, mon ami'* 

Seeing them depart, Pierre, stung with jealousy, 
started from his seat to prevent their egress. But 
already they had gained the door, and after gazing 
at their retreating figures, he returned slowly, 
muttering, — 

" Both shall rue it— bitterly rue it ! " 

Meanwhile, Marie and her companion hastened 
in the direction of the hillock. They had not 
proceeded far when the quick ^ars of the peasant 
lad caught a distant sound, which he immediately 
recognised as being made by the approach of a 
troop of horse. Communicating this intelligence to 
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the girl in a hurried whisper, he led her towards a 
group of trees which formed the outskirts of a 
small wood. Crouching in this shelter, they were 
effectually screened from observation. 

Ere long they perceived the dusky forms of the 
horsemen approaching through the wood, and be- 
held the troop slowly defile into the open space 
beyond. A splendid appearance they presented as 
the radiant moon-beams fell upon them. The effect 
was considerably heightened by the silvery flashes 
thrown back from their burnished sabres and bright 
accoutrements. It needed Jiot a close scrutiny to 
tell that they belonged to the Prussian army. 

"A foraging party," whispered Jean to his com- 
panion. "A troop of the celebrated Death's Head 
Hussars." 

The two remained concealed until the enemy 
had disappeared, ; then they issued from their retreat, 
and continued their course towards the hillock. 

" I cannot imagine why Pierre should refuse 
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assistance to the wounded officer," said Jean. " I 
am sure he had some other motive than the fear of 
being discovered." 

" Probably he had," replied Marie, " and for this 
reason we must be careful not to oppose him too 
openly. But let us hasten, or we may arrive too late." 

As they proceeded, she detailed to him the dread- 
ful scene she had witnessed near the hillock, and 
the subsequent fate of the murderer. 

"You should not have ventured alone," he re- 
plied, regarding her tenderly. " I would never have 
forgiven myself for not accompanying you if any 
injury had happened to you." 

"Yonder is our destination," continued Marie, 
quickening her pace. "God grant we may be in 
time ! " 

Gascoigne had shifted his position slightly since 
her departure, but a glance told her that he still 
lived. Motioning to her companion, whom in her 
eagerness she had outstripped, they proceeded to 
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raise the wounded man from the ground. Jean 
supported his head and body, while Marie lent her 
aid to sustain his legs. In this manner they set out 
upon their return. 

It was a difficult task to convey the almost life- 
less form to the cottage. Frequently did they pause 
and lay their burden down, but a low moan from 
the sufferer urged them to proceed. 

At the door they were met by Jean's sister, who 
told them she had prepared a bed in a small room 
at the back of the cottage, where they could place 
the wounded man. Pierre was still seated in his 
former position, and scarcely noticed their entrance. 
He offered no hindrance to them, nor did he make 
any comment on their action. 

On placing Gascoigne upon the bed he suddenly 
became delirious, but he was so weak from loss of 
blood that his efforts quickly ceased, and he lay 
perfectly motionless, Marie and Jean determined 
to watch by him in turns during the night. With 
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all the skill they could command they dressed his 
wound, and while the lad took up his position at 
the bedside, the girl proceeded to the front apart- 
ment to prepare a soothing drink. Pierre was no- 
where to be seen. 

Some hours later, when the inmates of the cottage, 
save the solitary watcher at the sufferer's side, were 
hushed in repose, a stealthy figure approached the 
house in the rear. A light streamed through the 
window of the room in which Gascoigne lay. 
Drawing nigh, Pierre — for it was he — gazed long 
and earnestly into the apartment. Meanwhile his 
countenance underwent the most striking changes 
of expression. 

He contemplated the extended figure upon the 
bed with its ghastly, livid features : then his gaze 
wandered to the girl who watched by his side. He 
observed her eyes fixed upon the sufferer with a 
subdued, thoughtful, and sympathetic expression. 
If he had previously entertained any doubts re- 
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garding her feelings for the wounded officer, they 
were dispelled by the unmistakable meaning of her 
look. The thought nerved him for the task he 
had set himself to accomplish. 

Going softly round to the front of the house, he 
knocked gently at the door. Then, hastily with- 
drawing, he returned to his former position. What 
he had anticipated occurred. Marie, probably think- 
ing no one else would hear the summons, rose from 
her seat and quitted the apartment. In the passage 
she encountered Jean, who had not .yet retired, and 
together they proceeded to ascertain the cause of 
the disturbance. 

No sooner had the girl disappeared, than Pierre, 
pushing open the window, sprang into the room. 
Not a moment did he lose — ^his task must be ac- 
complished in a few seconds, or he would un- 
doubtedly be discovered. 

Hastily drawing a small bottle from his pocket, 
he poured half the contents into the cup which 
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contained the drink prepared by Marie. Then he 
held the liquid to the injured man's lips, who 
eagerly swallowed it. Hearing footsteps approach- 
ing along the passage, he darted towards the win- 
dow, and disappeared through it Almost at the 
same moment Jean entered the room. 

Catching a glimpse of the intruder's retreating 
figure, though he failed to recognise his person, 
the younger brother at once divined some mischief 
had been wrought. Turning to the bed, he beheld 
Gascoigne lying with his head and arm hanging 
over the side. No signs of life were visible. A 
terror seized the lad, and, rushing to the front 
apartment where Marie still lingered, he breath- 
lessly exclaimed, — 

''Man Dieu ! what a misfortune ! The young officer 
is dead!" 

The girl heard ; the words seemed to pierce 
through her brain, and^ with a smothered cry, she 
fell senseless on the floor. 
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FORGING A CHAIN. 



Back from the blood-stained plains, back from the 
scenes of strife and murder, back from the surging 
fields of battle, where man's fiercest passions rage 
unchecked, from the roar and clash of war — back 
to the silent and peaceful sweep of the lovely 
valley of the Orne. 

Autumn has passed over the scene, mellowing 
the woods overhanging the little village of Cha- 
teau-Rouge, and tinting them with divers-coloured 
hues. Never has it appeared more beautiful. No 
pleasanter retreat could be sought by one tired of 
the din and turmoil of the world. 
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Evening is falling; so clear is the atmosphere, 
that the twilight, stealing on apace, overshadows us 
unawares, and we are scarcely conscious that day 
has ceased ere night has begun. 

Once more we revisit the ivy-covered cottage 
outside the village, where last we stood in the burn- 
ing glare of the summer sun ; now the first sharp 
twinge of cold betokens the rapid approach of 
winter. 

At a window opening into the garden a girl is 
seated, gazing upwards, with a saddened and thought- 
ful expression, to the clear expanse of heaven, in 
which the brilliant evening star already twinkles. 
The shade of melancholy which, overspreads the 
fair face softens while it does not detract from its 
rare beauty. Suddenly her lustrous eyes are suf- 
fused with tears, and the crystal drops fall upon 
an open letter she holds in her hand. It is the 
last message she received from Gerald, and weeks 
have passed since its arrival. The uncertainty as 
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to his fate has been a terrible burden to her to 
bear. 

Footsteps upon the gravel walk aroused Estelle 
from her reverie. The strain upon her mind had 
been so great that the slightest unlooked-for in- 
cident powerfully affected her. Her heart now 
throbbed wildly, her hands trembled, and as she 
listened to the sharp ring of the door-bell, a presage 
of evil tidings forced itself upon her. She recog- 
nised the voice of the visitor as that of the Count 
de Hagen. 

Unwilling at such a time to hold converse with 
him, Estelle quickly drew the heavy curtains to- 
gether, and remained concealed behind them. From 
this retreat she overheard De Hagen and her mother 
entering the apartment. 

"It grieves me deeply to be the bearer of such 
unpleasant tidings," the Count was saying. " Know- 
ing the interest you take in Lieutenant Gascoigne, 
of the 7th Hussars, I could not delay imparting 
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to you the intelligence I have just received. The 
young officer is reported missing since the action 
before Metz." 

" Your words relieve me of great anxiety," replied 
Mrs. Thornton. "If he be missing, undoubtedly 
he is a prisoner in the hands of our enemies, 
whereas I dreaded tidings of the worst descrip- 
tion." 

"Not so," returned the Count, in a tone of mock 
sympathy. " The lieutenant's name does not appear 
in the returns which have been prepared with a 
view to exchanging officers made prisoners since 
the commencement of the war. My own impression 
is that he is dead." 

"If such was the case," said Mrs. Thornton, 
greatly alarmed, "something definite would have 
transpired concerning him. I cannot, and will not, 
believe your surmise possible." 

"I sincerely hope my view may prove to be in- 
correct," returned the Count. " I shall have diligent 
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inquiry made, and as I am well acquainted with 
the colonel of the regiment, 1 trust soon to learn 
something more precise. It would be extremely 
melancholy if the brave youth has fallen so early 
in his career. What a blow it would be to Made- 
moiselle Estelle ! " 

So saying, the Count de Hagen took his depar- 
ture. Before following him, let us glance a moment 
behind the curtains, and see the effect his words 
have produced. An inanimate form is there. The 
golden hair touches a forehead white as marble, 
from which all trace of the glowing life-current has 
flown. The features are contracted as in pain ; the 
long dark eyelashes lie on the pallid cheek. Mar- 
vellous, indeed, is the power of such a love! 

The Count, on regaining the road, stepped into 
a barouche which awaited him, and was driven 
rapidly in the direction of Agentan. A smile of 
satisfaction overspread his countenance. He was 
never more happy than when scheming and plotting 
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to gratify his own selfish ends. Such was his present 
occupation. 

In a narrow street, lined by tall, gaunt houses, 
the driver drew up. The Count alighted, approached 
a door, and sharply rang the bell. A loud, long 
peal resounded within. The lower windows of this 
particular house were strongly guarded with iron 
bars. 

While the visitor is awaiting the answer to his 
summons, we will conduct the reader to the owner 
of the mansion. Through the dark, gloomy hall, 
from which suites of offices branch off — through 
a door at the farther end, along a narrow stone 
corridor, and we arrive at a room in the rear of the 
house, which, though small, presents an exceedingly 
comfortable appearance. 

A bright fire glows in the grate. A large lamp 
sheds a brilliant light around. A desk covered with 
letters and manuscripts, together with two chairs, 
constitute the furniture of the apartment. A man 
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careworn, elderly, with wrinkled brow, more from 
trouble than years, is the sole occupant. His head 
is resting on his left hand, while with the right 
he traces figures upon a blank sheet of paper 
on the desk. His manner is thoughtful and 
abstracted. Having finished his calculation, he 
slowly writes, in large, elaborate characters, these 
words, — 

"Losses during the war." 

Suddenly he starts from his thoughtful attitude, 
and thrusts the paper into a drawer. The loud 
peal of a bell has aroused him. With an effort 
he composes himself to peruse his letters. His face 
loses much of its troubled expression, though from 
the manner in which he glances towards the door, 
he is evidently anxious concerning his visitor, and 
this does not diminish when the servant an- 
nounces, — ^ 

"M. le Comte de Hagen." 

M. le Comte acknowledges the other's profound 
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salute, and professes himself exceedingly pleased 
at finding M. Maragole looking so well ; he further 
hopes business is flourishing, so that M. Maragole 
will experience no difficulty in handing him the 
sum deposited with him for safe keeping some 
weeks previously. " For I stand in urgent need 
of the money," concluded the Count, accepting 
the chair proffered him, and drawing it towards 
the fire. 

" Your pardon, M. le Comte," replied M. Maragole, 
in some confusion, " but in our former interview 
you led me to understand the demand for repay- 
ment would not be made for a considerable time. 
I cannot disguise from you the fact that I have 
been extremely unfortunate in several speculations, 
and I have suffered deeply since the outbreak of 
the war." 

" Indeed ! " responded the Comte, with well-feigned 
surprise, for he is already acquainted with the fore- 
going facts. 
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" More than this," continues the other, " I have 
this day been obliged to meet some heavy demands 
which could not be deferred. Under the circum- 
stances, I trust you, M. le Comte, will not press for 
immediate payment." 

" It is an awkward predicament — extremely 
awkward," said De Hagen, gazing thoughtfully 
into the fire. "The money must be forthcoming — 
I can admit of no delay." 

An embarrassing pause ensued. 

The Count appears to enjoy the other's con- 
fusion. Neither speak : both are apparently lost in 
reflection. Suddenly De Hagen turns towards his 
companion, and in a stern tone says, — 

" M. Maragole, you cannot deceive me — of that 
rest assured. Confess that you have squandered 
my money, and that of others entrusted to you, in 
wild adventures. Confess that you are on the verge 
of ruin, and that if I insist in my demand, exposure 
and disgrace will inevitably follow. Confess this, 
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and I am willing to dictate terms to you which 
will be greatly to your advantage." 

The individual addressed started at the first 
words ; then lowered his head upon his hands, and 
remained so till the Count had finished. With- 
out altering his position, he inquired in a low 
voice, — 

"What is it you require?" 

" Madame Thornton's property was entrusted to 
your care?" 

" Certainly ; but what of that ? " glancing mis- 
trustfully at his companion. 

"If I mistake not, her whole fortune is in your, 
hands?" 

" It is so." 

"And if you do not retrieve your losses, they 
will be left penniless." 

"Alas! such is the case." 

"Then listen. You must leave this town to- 
night for ever I will furnish you with the means 
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of flight, and provide you with sufficient money. 
Furthermore, I renounce all claim to the sum due 
by you to me if you are willing to comply with 
my conditions," 

« M. le Comte ." 

"Demur a moment," interrupted De Hagen in 
a threatening tone, rising from his seat — "demur 
a moment, and I go to order your arrest." 

The clock in a distant tower slowly tolled the 
hour of midnight Ere the reverberation of the 
last stroke had died away, a figure, carefully muffled 
so as to avoid observation, issued from the house 
which the Count had visited, and after glancing 
up and down the narrow street, stole noiselessly 
away. Not many paces had the shrouded man 
gone, when, happening to turn round, he beheld to 
his dismay that he was followed. Quickening 
his steps, yet not daring to run lest he might 
appear anxious to escape pursuit, he arrived in 
a few seconds at the end of the street. Hastily 
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turning the corner, he ran right into the arms of 
a man who suddenly stepped from a doorway. 

"Ah! — M. Maragole, I perceive." 

" Good heavens ! — M. Jordine ! " 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

NEW LINKS. 

The Count de Hagen, as he himself expressed it, 
was forging a chain — a chain of circumstances which 
would firmly bind his victim in its coils. Both the 
visits we have described were new links in this chain ; 
and now early on the following day he was busily 
preparing another. Fortimately there was an in- 
fluence which ran counter to all his projects. Another 
was slowly weaving a net around the plotter himself. 
But the Count's suspicions were so carefully lulled 
to rest that he was unconscious of danger. The 
man he ought to have dreaded most was Inspector 
Jordine. 

The news travelled with lightning rapidity that 
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M. Maragole, the great business man, the magfnet of 
Agentan, had decamped. Hand in hand with the 
report went the more startling rumour that all the 
monies entrusted to him had been squandered. The 
blow fell heaviest on the Thorntons. From a position 
of comparative opulence, they were reduced to beg- 
gary. Poverty — gaunt and grim poverty — stared 
them in the face. 

And what of the man who, in a great measure, had 
caused this new misfortune ? Busy, as we have said, 
in forging a new link — namely, inscribing a letter of 
condolence to Madame, expressing the deepest sym- 
pathy for their affliction, begging Madame to make 
his Chateau their home until something definite had 
been arranged, and it could be ascertained what 
could be saved from the wreck of M. Maragole's 
fortunes. This, and much more to the same effect, 
did the wily Count detail in his letter. 

" Estelle," said Mrs. Thornton to her daughter on 
perusing this epistle, "I am exceedingly sorry you 
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are so prejudiced against the Count. He appears 
to me to have acted with the most considerate kind- 
ness in this matter. Observe that he does not allude 
in any way to his former proposals to you, but 
entreats of us to command his services if they can 
be of use." 

" I cannot trust him." 

" But, my dear child, you should not be led by 
blind prejudice. I am aware the Count has deeply 
offended you, but you should endeavour to overcome 
your feeling of dislike. He may have faults, grievous 
faults, yet I consider he has many estimable qualities. 
Where else can we turn, when we are compelled to re- 
linquish our home, if we refuse his hospitable offer ? " 

No answer. The accumulated weight of sorrow 
pressed sore upon the young life, tearing with ruthless 
hand all joy and hope from her heart 

" There is another subject I wished to speak to you 
about," continued her mother, with some hesitation. 
" It is this : I begin to think the Count's surmise 
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concerning Gerald is but too true. None but your- 
self can feel his loss more than I do. If our suspicions 
are confirmed, I sincerely hope when your grief has 
subsided you will listen without aversion to De 
Hagen's proposals. Remember, from henceforth you 
will have to toil hard for a living." 

Estelle arose, and drew herself up with proud de- 
cision. Forcing back her tears, and steadying her 
faltering voice, she returned, — 

"Never, mother, never! Sooner would I spend 
my days in abject poverty than live in grandeur with 
the Count de Hagen. Gerald alone possesses my 
heart in life and death. While a ray of hope exists 
in it — while a pulsation shall last — it shall beat for 
him, and him alone." 

The wheels of time roll heavily on when clogged 
with trouble and misfortune. Days merged into 
weeks, and still no answering voice came from the 
distant battle-field, save one which told of a brilliant 
charge ; of a body of troopers separated from their 
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comrades and surrounded by the enemy; of a 
gallant young officer who, with twenty Hussars, re- 
turned to their succour ; of success ; of the heroic 
leader struck down in the flush of victory. The tide 
of combat had swept along and left him thus. No- 
thing more could be ascertained. 

Despite her aversion to such an arrangement, Mrs 
Thornton prevailed upon her daughter to accept De 
Hagen's proffered hospitality. They accordingly 
took up their abode in the Ch4teau-Rouge, where the 
principal suite of apartments was assigned to them. 
Nothing could exceed the attention shown them. 
But, strange as it may appear, the Count was rarely 
seen, and if he did not avoid them openly, he cer- 
tainly did not cultivate every opportunity of meeting 
his guests. If anything could have alarmed Estelle 
in her present state of suffering, this unnatural con- 
duct on the part of their host would. She had 
an instinctive knowledge of his treacherous and 
scheming character. 
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One night the young girl was aroused from sleep 
by a cry from her mother's room, which adjoined 
the one she herself occupied. It was a smothered, 
prolonged exclamation, as if wrung from one in 
extreme agony. With a dreadful foreboding of ill, 
Estelle procured a light Arriving at the door of 
her mother's apartment, she beheld Mrs. Thornton 
lying on the bed, apparently suffering intensely. Her 
mind instantly reverted to the Count, and without 
being able to assign a reason, she ascribed this new 
misfortune to his evil mechanism. 

Terror paralyzed her powers of action for the mo- 
ment But she was not easily overcome. Hastening 
to her mother's side, she endeavoured by every 
means in her possession to allay the suffering. Her 
efforts proved successful Presently the motions of 
agony ceased, and Mrs. Thornton lay perfectly still. 
A low moan, repeated at intervals, alone betokened 
the presence of vitality. 

Estelle now determined on summoning assistance. 
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She rang the bell, and heard the peal resound in the 
lower portion of the Chateau. She listened till the 
sound had died away in one or two solitary tinkles, 
but no answer came. Five minutes passed slowly; 
still the silence was not broken. What was she to 
do ? If succour did not arrive ere long, a dreadful 
calamity would happen. Bitterly reproaching her- 
self, for consenting to become the guest of the 
unscrupulous Count, she flew back to her own room 
and hastily dressed. Her intention was to seek 
assistance herself. 

Before departing, she again visited her mother's room. 
No change had taken place ; the sufferer still remained 
unconscious. The snowy colour of the counterpane 
was not whiter than the deathlike face laid against 
it. Leaving her light on the table, the young girl, 
who fancied she knew all the windings in this part 
of the mansion, stepped out into the corridor. It 
was enveloped in gloom. The solitude and silence, 
as she glanced up and down, struck a chill to her 
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heart. The sculptured figures in the window-recesses 
appeared to assume ghastly shapes, and to leer 
horribly at her as she glided along. Bewildered, 
scared, ready to sink to the ground, she arrived at 
the end of the corridor. 

Was it imagination? Did her eyes deceive her? 
Surely not. It could be nothing else than the 
shadowy form of a man which disappeared from the 
passage as she turned into it. 

Her brain began to reel, her perception to vanish ; 
on — on — scarcely knowing whither, following dubious 
turnings, down a flight of stairs, up another, press- 
ing still further into solitude and darkness. At 
length she paused, aghast with terror. The sur- 
roundings were altogether unknown to her. She 
had wandered in the wrong direction, and, judging 
from its deserted appearance, she now stood in the 
eastern wing of the Chateau. 

On making this discovery, she endeavoured to 
retrace her steps. Suddenly she was seized from 
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behind, a cloak thrown over her head so as effec- 
tually to stifle her cries, raised from her feet, and 
borne along at a rapid pace. A pause, a door 
opened, she was thrust into a room, the key grated 
ominously in the lock, and she was alone. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

A FALSE ASSURANCE. 

"Madame, I trust you are somewhat stronger." 

"Yes, M. le Comte." 

"You have had a sudden seizure — ^a very sudden 
seizure." 

"I do not remember." 

" Ah ! — indeed. The physician whom I summoned 
when you were taken ill last night, said that such 
probably would be the case. It is one of the 
symptoms. We were dreadfully alarmed about you. 
Hearing your cries, a servant hastened to this apart- 
ment, and found you writhing in agony. The alarm 
was quickly communicated to me, and in a few 
minutes the whole household was astir. I immedi- 
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ately despatched a messenger for a doctor, who 
administered remedies, which, I am happy to say 
have had a most beneficial result." 

" My daughter— Estelle ? " 

" Your daughter, Madame, was in attendance upon 
you during the greater part of the night, and would 
not quit yotir side until the physician assured her 
all apprehension of danger had passed. She is a 
noble girl. It is with the greatest difficulty that 
she can restrain herself from flying to your side. 
But the medical man was most particular in his 
injunctions that you should be kept quiet. The 
least excitement, he said, might prove highly in- 
jurious, and occasion a relapse. He therefore pre- 
vailed upon Mademoiselle Estelle to remove to a 
more remote apartment, and to consent not to visit 
you for a few days at least. But that you are so 
far recovered as to leave your bed, he would not 
allow me the pleasure of personally inquiring after 
you this morning." 

M 
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The weary sufferer, worn as if with days of agony, 
sank back with a sigh among the pillows of her 
chair. She was by no means a strong-minded 
woman, and was wont to look on everything that 
occurred as happening for the best It may be 
imagined that she was easily imposed upon by one 
so crafty and cunning as the Count de Hagen. 

" I see I distress you," said her companion, rising^ 
"and will therefore take my leave. As I go down, 
I will order your attendant to repair hither." 

All through that tedious day the invalid tossed 
in her chair. Though she expected the physician 
whom the Count had summoned, would visit her, no 
one in that capacity made an appearance. She was 
attended upon by a morose and ill-favoured female, 
who answered the questions put to her in a curt 
manner, without volunteering any further informa- 
tion. Once the alarming symptoms of the previous 
night returned, but were quickly dispelled by a 
draught which the nurse administered. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



A False Assurance. 163 

Towards evening the Count reappeared, bearing 
an open letter in his hand. His looks betokened 
intense mental gratification. His manner was un- 
naturally lively, his gestures expressive, and his 
politeness unbounded. Up to the present his plans 
had succeeded beyond expectation. The chain he 
so fondly cherished was, in his opinion, without a 
blemish. A flaw existed in it, however, which un- 
due pressure might cause to snap. A word could 
have blasted all his projects, and if it was delayed 
it was only to make destruction surer and more 
complete. The mighty fabric he had reared with 
such difficulty was, ere long, to be dashed to the 
ground, burying the ambitious plotter beneath its 
ruins. 

"Ah, Madame! I need scarcely inquire if you 
continue to gain strength," exclaimed De Hagen, on 
entering the room. "I perceive the improvement 
at a glance. I am truly rejoiced — no one can be 
more so." 
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"You are very kind, M. le Comte." 

"Not so, Madame. Where my sympathies are 
involved, I consider it a pleasure to render a service. 
Your improved condition affords me the greatest 
satisfaction. The more so as I have received a 
note from our physician, stating that he regrets 
being unable to attend upon you to-day. In it, 
however, he gives full directions as to your treat- 
ment." 

"My head continues to throb wildly." 

'* The remedy to be applied, will, I trust, alleviate 
that suffering. It is one of the most distressing 
symptoms of the case." 

"And my daughter?" 

"Still forbidden your presence, Madame, — abso- 
lutely forbidden by the medical man. But we may 
look forward to a happy reunion in a day or two. 
What a comfort it must be to you to have such a 
daughter! Truly noble and self-denying." 

Despite the foregoing assurances, a terrible fore- 
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boding of ill stole upon the unfortunate lady when 
the Count had taken his departure. She was be- 
ginning to feel all was not right. Raising her eyes, 
she encountered the gaze of her morose attendant 
fixed upon her with a sinister expression. The 
sight was by no means reassuring. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

ESTELLE'S INTERVIEW WITH OLIVIER DE HAGEN. 

Alone! The room had a ghostly, damp, deserted 
appearance. The scanty furniture lay mouldering 
under the accumulated dust of years. Obnoxious 
vermin reigned in undisturbed possession. In such 
an apartment, probably, some dreadful tragedy had 
been enacted. The floor may yet be stained with 
a victim's blood. And the gloomy haunt has for 
years retained its dread secret locked within its 
unpenetrated recess. A scared fancy would ima- 
gine such to be the case. 

Well might the unearthly dreariness strike a chill 
to a stouter heart than that of a frail girl. Well 
might the odour of decay, the extreme cold, the 
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solitude, appal and terrify her. The dim lamp 
placed on a table in the centre of the room 
appeared strangely out of place. Its feeble 
glimmer partially revealed surrounding objects, 
while those more remote were converted by excited 
fancy into unnatural appearances. A large moth, 
disturbed from its peaceful retreat, flitted around 
the light. 

Overcome with terror, exhausted and faint, the 
young girl sank upon a sofa near the door. It 
groaned and creaked beneath her weight. The 
noise jarred upon her unstrung nerves. Burying 
her head in her hands, and resting it upon the arm 
of the couch, she gave way to her grief The tears 
relieved her ; still, the apprehension of future evil 
clung to her, and occasionally the stooping figure 
was shaken by a violent sob. 

Where is Gascoigne ? Where is Jordine ? Where 
are those who in former times had befriended her, 
and who spoke their admiration in no stinted 
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terms. Is there no one to strike a blow for her 
deliverance? Is she to fall a victim to the wiles 
of an unprincipled villain, or is she to preserve 
honour with the sacrifice of life ? Better, far better, 
that it should be so. 

Presently her drooping spirit revived. Her cour- 
ageous nature asserted its sway in this dire necessity, 
and upheld her from the depths of despair. She 
raised, her head to examine the apartment. No 
aperture for escape presented itself to her view. 
She approached the door by which she had entered, 
but it was securely fastened* In the opposite wall 
was another and a smaller door, but this, too, 
resisted all her attempts to open it. A window 
there was, high up from the ground. On examining 
it, she found the shutters closed, a heavy iron bar 
laid across them, and secured with a massive lock. 
Slowly and despondingly she returned to her former 
position. 

Then the impulse came over her to call aloud. 
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She raised her voice to the highest pitch in a cry for 
help. She listened ; the sound appeared to pene- 
trate no further than the impassable walls. Again 
and again she repeated it. Still no answer. The 
grim faces in a huge mouldering picture alone 
seemed to hear her cries, and to mock at her 
fruitless efforts. Despair laid its icy hold upon 
her. She was imprisoned far away from every 
living ^creature, and in this dreary region her voice 
might sink into the silence of the grave without 
its sound ever reaching a human ear. 

That sombre old painting began to rivet her 
attention. It was fitted close to the wall facing the 
window. The figures in it were almost life-size. 
The most prominent of them powerfully attracted 
her. The eyes seemed to pierce to her very soul, 
and to follow her wherever she moved. They 
fascinated her, and, despite her efforts, she was 
unable to withdraw her gaze from them. Her 
excited imagination began to invest the form with 
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life, and it would scarcely have surprised her if 
she saw it step down from the frame. She was 
certain the canvas moved. 

Suddenly she became conscious of the presence 
of a human being. The fascination of those eyes 
was almost unbearable, and yet she was compelled 
to look. A sharp click sounded, as if caused by 
a spring being touched, and the picture revolved 
slowly upon hinges, revealing a dark opening 
beyond. 

Aghast with terror, unable to move, every sense 
merged into that Of sight, Estelle sat in anxious 
expectation of what was to follow. Scarcely had 
the passage become visible when a figure emerged 
from it and stepped into the room. 

On beholding this unearthly appearance — for so 
she deemed it — a cold perspiration broke from the 
brow of the unfortunate girl. Her blood felt as if 
it froze in her veins. In the tall, emaciated figure 
of the youth before her, with its livid features, dark, 
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lustreless eyes, and time-worn garments, she had 
little doubt that she beheld a being of another 
world. There was a ghostly air about him which 
might warrant this idea. 

The youth gazed upon her with astonishment 
not unmingled with apprehension. Some minutes 
elapsed ere he inquired, in a sepulchral voice, — 

" Was it you who called ? " 

On hearing him speak, a revulsion of feeling over- 
powered her and prevented her replying. She was 
now convinced that it was no supernatural appear- 
ance, but a being of flesh and blood. A terrible 
conviction of the truth flashed across her mind, and 
caused her to exclaim, — 

" You are Olivier de Hagen, who] was reported 
dead." 

"I was once so called," replied the youth, gazing 
vacantly around the apartment. "It is long, long 
ago. It was summer then, bright with sunshine. 
Ever since it has been winter — dreary days with- 
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out sun or flowers. Olivier — ^yes, I remember it. 
Sometimes I am still named thus by himr 

"By whom?" 

" Hush ! he may overhear us. You cannot escape 
him ; he can enter any room. Often in the dead 
of night when the door is locked, he stands by my 
couch. His looks terrify me. Then he never per- 
mits me to quit my cell without him. If he found 
me here, he would severely punish me." 

"But how did you get here?" 

"A secret passage in a wall leads from my cell. 
I lately discovered it. This is the second time I 
have visited this apartment. As I lay awake just 
now, I heard cries. I knew it was another victim 
whom he had imprisoned, and was anxious to be- 
hold my future companion. I can come here as 
often as you wish." 

" How long have you lived thus ? " 

"Weeks — months — ^years! At first I scratched a 
mark on the wall for every day that passed ; but 
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I soon lost my reckoning. Then I looked forward 
and longed for deliverance ; now I am indifferent 
to it. Then I could recollect occurrences ; now my 
head becomes confused and filled with strange 
fancies. It is better to-night. It must have been 
years, though I cannot tell how many. When I 
was first imprisoned, I screamed all night long as 
you did just now. No one heard me. Since then I 
have lost all hope. I know I cannot escape him'^ 

Estelle shuddered. It was a pitiable and melan- 
choly sight to behold a young life so wrecked by 
suffering, an intellect shrouded, passion and hope 
extinguished for ever. 

At this juncture a distant sound reached them, 
as if made by the opening of a door. Olivier 
trembled, dreading lest it should be the Count de 
Hagen. With a hurried promise to return at the 
same hour on the following night, he disappeared 
into the secret staircase, drawing the picture over 
the opening. 
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Morning came, but brought no change. The room 
was imperfectly lighted by the rays which issued 
through the apertures of the shutters. On a side-table 
Estelle discovered a bottle of wine and bread. She 
could not bring herself to touch these refreshments. 
A prey to the wildest apprehensions, almost driven 
insane by conflicting emotions, she eked out that 
miserable day. At times during the earlier portion 
of the night, snatches of sleep afforded her a short 
respite from suffering. She was aroused by behold- 
ing a light in the room. Starting up, Olivier de 
Hagen stood before her. 

" I have come according to my promise," said 
the youth. " It is pleasant to hear a friendly voice 
after years of harsh treatment." 

" Day and night are almost the same in my cell," 
continued Olivier, after a momentary pause. "At 
first I felt the cold dreadfully — now I do not. Then 
I have companions — spirits. They have different 
forms. I gave them names. One is a rat, another 
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a mouse, and the rest beetles. At times I have 
other visitors. Do you know," lowering his voice 
and mysteriously approaching, "this night my 
mother stood by me ! " 

He glanced quickly round the room, as if he ex- 
pected to behold her. Then he continued, — 

" Yes, she was present to-night down in that cell. 
She did not speak, but pointed towards the secret 
staircase. I followed her into it. I saw her pre- 
cede me, but she vanished, and I retraced my 
steps." 

" Is there no means of escape from this prison ? " 
inquired Estelle. 

The youth shook his head despondingly. 

"The walls are of immense thickness, the doors 
strongly barred," he replied ; " but deliverance will 
come ere long to you and me. I know it ; the 
spirits intimated it to me. You, who can appreciate 
it, will live and enjoy it ; but for me it will arrive 
too late ! " 
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This assurance, feeble though it was, brought a 
soothing comfort to the heart of the poor girl. At 
the same time her pity for the unfortunate young 
Count redoubled. 

" Say not so," she replied. " When you are freed 
from your vile dungeon, the love of liberty will 
return. You will again behold the bright sunshine, 
and be thrilled with its warm glow. In future 
happiness you will forget the years of misery. You 
will remember your seclusion as one does a horrible 
dream when awaking from it." 

"Would that it were so. Your words cheer me. 
Yours is the only face which has looked upon me 
with pity since the first day of my imprisonment. I 
feel I can trust you. \ have suffered much — God 
alone knows how much ! " 

He paused, and, sinking into a chair, covered his 
face with his .hands, and wept aloud. Estelle was 
moved with compassion. Drawing near, she laid 
her hand kindly upon his shoulder. 
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"The God whom you mention will not allow 
your sorrows to pass unpunished/* she said. "Be 
assured that a terrible retribution will overtake the 
evil-doer. Now let us endeavour to effect our 
escape.'* 

So saying, she moved with the young Count to- 
wards the door which at the first had given her 
access to the room. As they approached it, the 
lock was turned with a harsh, grating sound ; the 
door was instantly opened, and closed again as 
quickly. 

The Count de Hagen stood before them. 
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RETRIBUTION. 

Had a yawning abyss suddenly appeared before 
Estelle and her companion, it could not have dis- 
mayed them more than the sight of the scowling 
countenance and menacing attitude of De Hagen. 
He stood some moments regarding them with an 
ominous silence. Olivier shrank from his gaze in 
abject terror, and cowered trembling into a corner. 
The undaunted girl faced the Count with proud 
and unflinching demeanour. If her strength 
had been equal to her spirit, it would have fared ill 
with him. 

Still the visitor spoke not. He was evidently 
revolving a project in his mind. Suddenly he inoved 
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forward in a threatening manner, seized the unfor- 
tunate youth, and, despite his entreaties, dragged him 
roughly towards the entrance of the secret staircase. 
Together they passed into it; the painting closed 
over the opening, and they were gone. So quickly 
was this accomplished that Estelle was scarcely con- 
scious of what had occurred ere she found herself 
alone. 

A muttered oath, a scuffle on the stairs, a momen- 
tary silence, a piercing shriek — another ; wailing en- 
treaties, a deep, fierce voice — such were the confused 
sounds which reached her from underneath, growing 
more and more indistinct as the pair retired to the 
dreary depths of the dungeons. No wonder her 
cheeks were blanched with horror ; no wonder her 
limbs trembled ; no wonder her heart bled for the 
unfortunate youth. Such barbarous cruelty might 
well appal the strongest. 

On — on, infamous Count! Cast your trembling 
victim back into his noisome cell. Secure every 
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means of egress, bar the doors, and retire to your 
gorgeous apartments, leaving him there to rot in 
squalid misery. 

On— on, infamous Count! Forget not the innocent 
girl in that desolate prison yonder, to be reserved 
for the fell designs of your black heart. Emerge 
from the gloom of the lower regions of your Chateau 
into the broad sweep of its magnificent corridors, 
now faintly lit by the grey morning dawn. Traverse 
them with noiseless tread ; turn down the central 
one: something startling and stunning awaits you 
there. 

On he comes with his awkward gait ; a decrepid, 
stooping figure he appears in this uncertain light. 
Still plotting and planning as ever. He pauses near 
a window ; his gaze wanders to the far-off horizon 
where the long streaks in the sky herald the ap- 
proach of day. What is he thinking of as he stands 
there? Anything and everything save that which 
should engross his thoughts at present. Nothing is 
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further from his mind than justice, disclosure, dis- 
grace, ruin — the end. 

And yet they are near at hand. They are em- 
bodied in that lurking figure in the distance. It 
might pass for a shadowy spectre. It approaches 
cautiously ; the Count has not as yet stirred. He 
is cogitating as to his next move — ^the next card to 
be played. He feels certain of success. Why should 
he fear? 

That gliding form has drawn nigh. It is a man 
of meagre proportions, but of iron frame. He raises 
himself erect behind the owner of Chateau-Rouge. 
To touch him he would have but to stretch forth 
his hand. 

The Count ruminates. Of what ? The beautiful 
girl he holds in his power, whom he will compel to 
yield to his importunities. Then he has other pro- 
jects to mature. All in good time ; there is no 
hurry, no danger. 

Ah ! a violent start — a gasp ! A death-like pallor 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



1 82 The Shadow of a Life. 

overspreads his countenance, a noise as of rushing 
waters assails his ears, through which rings forth, 
with vivid distinctness, the words — 

" M. le Comte de Hagen, I arrest you in the name 
of the law." 

A powerful hand grasps his shoulder. Here is an 
end to all his intrigue — a sudden and unexpected 
end. That sentence has swept away the founda- 
tions of the fabric he has reared, and left it a cum- 
brous wreck. Justice, disclosure, disgrace, ruin, the 
end — ^these stare him in the face ; these jabber their 
mocking voices in his ears ; henceforth he is reserved 
for these alone. 

Disgrace — ^ruin — never ! As these thoughts flash 
through his mind with lightning rapidity, he makes 
a desperate resolve. With a sudden and violent 
effort he shakes himself free from Jordine's grasp. 

A wild leap, a crash through the plate glass of 
the window, a heavy thud in the courtyard below, 
one long and bitter groan — then all is over. 
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As the Inspector protrudes his head through the 
shattered window, though a man of iron nerves, he 
shudders as he beholds the shapeless mass lying 
below. As far as he can distinguish — for the light 
is still uncertain down there — the form of the 
wretched Count is quivering in the last extremities of 
agony. 

« ♦ « « « 

A strange and unwonted influence pervades the 
Chateau-Rouge this early morn. The old retainers, 
roused from their sleep, hurry to and fro with scared 
faces ; the whole household is astir ; figures which 
have been prowling outside are admitted into the 
mansion. All appear painfully conscious that some- 
thing appalling has occurred. Wild rumours are 
whispered ; nothing definite is known. Those who 
pass turn a questioning gaze upon Jordine, but no 
information can be elicited from his stolid face and 
calm, collected demeanour. 

It is an eventful morning. We glance down the 
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grand central corridor, and behold a shattered, bleed- 
ing form being borne along. We turn from the 
sickening sight, and from the window whence the 
fatal plunge has been taken, we perceive a messenger 
depart in hot haste for medical aid. We descend 
lower, and discover a party of men, headed by 
Jordine, who, with a bunch of skeleton keys and 
those taken from the person of the Count, seems 
intent on penetrating to the furthermost recesses of 
the underground apartments. Whenever an obstacle 
presents itself, as is not infrequent, he has it removed 
by his men. Proceeding thus, he mutters, as if con- 
ning over a lesson received, — 

"Down from the central staircase, through the 
rooms on the ground-floor (we have passed them) — 
down till you come to a flagged passage running 
due east and west. This must be it. A door in the 
centre — here it is. Now for the key. Ah ! M. le 
Comte has provided one. A bare stone cellar — 
exactly so. A masked door in the wall opposite 
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gives entry to the secret corridor. Bring the light 
here; we must discover the small iron knob." 

Which is easily done. His sharp eyes soon detect 
it It is pressed ; the door flies open and reveals 
a passage contrived in the thickness of the wall. 
The Inspector thinks it well to proceed alone from 
this point. He takes the light from his assistant, 
and hastens down the tunnel in the same direction 
as that followed by the Count de Hagen on the 
memorable night when first we introduced the reader 
to that nobleman and his abode. 

Jordine experiences some difficulty with the door 
at the end. None of the owner's keys answer the 
lock. He has to search some time before he can 
discover one among his own bunch which will fit 
it Noiselessly he descends the flight of stone steps 
beyond. He pauses at the foot and listens. Dis- 
jointed mutterings reach his ears. In another 
moment he is standing in the wretched cellar which 
for years has been a living tomb. 
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He was not prepared for this ; he is completely 
taken aback. He might have expected to find a 
youth worn with confinement, but not the miserable 
figure crouching on his knees in a corner, holding 
his clasped hands towards him, and beseeching him 
in piteous accents to have mercy. A frightful 
terror was depicted in the face ; the sentences were 
jabbered with idiotic utterance. 

M. Jordine, who, by his wonderful detective genius, 
had unravelled the mystery connected with the 
Chateau-Rouge, and discovered the rightful Count, 
was confounded when he beheld him a hopeless 
imbecile. 

It was with the greatest difficulty he could make 
the youth understand that he was a friend, and^ 
had come to set him free. Olivier could not be 
induced to quit his kneeling position, or to cease 
crying for mercy. Jordine, in despair, took him 
gently by the shoulder, and led him towards the 
door. The young Count continued to exclaim, — 
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" I know what you want. You are sent by him 
to throw me over the battlements. Oh! have 
mercy; I have suffered enough already." 

The utmost consternation prevailed when it trans- 
pired that the lawful owner of the Chateau had 
been immured all these years in an underground 
cellar. They pressed eagerly forward to behold 
him, but were repulsed by an authoritative gesture 
from the Inspector. Horror was depicted on every 
countenance, and many bitter railings were vented 
against "the villainous old Count," as they designated 
him. Jordine conducted his charge to a comfortable 
apartment, where he resigned him to the care of 
the grey-haired butler, who had dandled the poor 
lad upon his knee when he was a mere child, and 
who, with tears in his honest eyes, made violent 
protestations to the effect that he wished he had 
never lived to see this day. 

Jordine checked the old man's garrulity, and 
bade him remain in the apartment until he returned. 
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As the Inspector was proceeding to the hall, he 
encountered a servant in search of him. 

"Madame Thornton wishes to see you immedi- 
ately," said the man. " Her daughter, whom she 
supposed in a different wing of the Chclteau, is 
nowhere to be found." 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

FROM DARKNESS TO LIGHT. 

ESTELLE dreaded lest De Hagen should return 
immediately. For well-nigh an hour she remained 
in an agony of apprehension, without daring to 
remove her eyes from the picture which covered 
the entrance to the secret staircase. Little did 
she know the startling occurrences which had 
happened elsewhere during that short interval of 
time. 

Presently she grew more composed. She judged, 
from the faint streak of light which struggled through 
a chink in the shutters, that another day had begun. 
Overcome by the terrors and sorrows of the past 
night, she reclined on the sofa, and a soothing 

X89 
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slumber soon relieved the weary frame. Peacefully 
sleep, beautiful sufferer ! He to whom you have 
committed yourself has accepted the trust, and His 
guardian angels hover over your rest Sleep on — 
the sands of misfortune have nearly run out ; your 
troubles have reached an end. 

Confused sounds mingle themselves with her 
dream. Suddenly she starts upright, to find the 
noise proceeds from the door, where some one is 
trying the lock. Her dread of the Count returns 
with redoubled force after her short respite from 
apprehension. Though trembling violently, she does 
not withdraw, but remains as if rooted to the spot 
where she stands. 

What occasions the delay? The key does not 
turn in the lock. Another is tried with more suc- 
cess. In the doorway she beholds, not the loath- 
some features of the Count, but the friendly counte- 
nance of Inspector Jordine. 

A wild burst of joyous feeling broke over her ; 
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she uttered an hysterical cry, and, Scarcely knowing 
what she did, threw herself into the arms of her 
deliverer, which greatly discomfited that stoical 
individual, who for once in his life looked totally 
abashed. He glanced helplessly to the right and 
left, then gladly relinquished his fainting burden to 
the servants who accompanied him, and immediately 
disappeared, as if to prevent the possibility of a 
similar occurrence. 

Joy is measurable by sorrow alone. What, then, 
must have been the feelings of this heroic girl, who 
for a day and night had suffered agonies of mind 
and body, shut up in that dreary apartment, when 
once more she was clasped in the arms of her 
loving parent. This mother, whom she had left in 
a terrible illness, and the uncertainty as to whose 
fate had pressed sore upon her during her captivity, 
she now beheld partially recovered, though still 
weak. The meeting between mother and daughter 
was extremely affecting, and those present found 
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it so. Even the self-controlled Jordine, whose form 
could be distinguished near the door, was suddenly 
seized with a very suspicious huskiness. 

The morose attendant who had waited on Mrs. 
Thornton was nowhere to be seen. The servants 
could give no account of her disappearance. Her 
coming and going were alike a mystery. The 
wildest speculations were indulged in regarding 
her. Some designated her the old Count's familiar 
demon, and affirmed that on beholding her they 
were terrified by her black looks. Others, less super- 
stitious, gave it as their opinion that she was a 
released jail-bird, hired by De Hagen to work his 
evil will. The Inspector subsequently proved the 
latter assertion to be correct, as not many days 
afterwards he arrested the woman in the neighbour- 
hood. 

But day has stolen on apace. It is rumoured 
that the physician has arrived, and is present with 
the one who attempted his own destruction. Little 
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sympathy is felt for the sufferer, though all await 
in eager expectation the result of the medical ex- 
amination. It is not long deferred. . Thus it 
runs, — 

" Still alive ; limbs crushed and broken ; severe 
internal injuries; will probably die before even- 
ing." 

The words circulate from lip to lip ; many are 
the comments made upon them. In the servants' 
hall a group is congregated to discuss the strange 
turn events have taken, and some regrets are ex- 
pressed that "the old villain was not killed out- 
right." 

The doctor has much on hand this morning. 
His next visit is paid to Mrs. Thornton. He is 
greatly surprised when informed that the lady has 
already been attended by a medical man. He does 
not know of any such in the immediate vicinity. 
After a careful examination, and minutely scruti- 
nizing every article of diet near at hand, dipping a 

o 
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finger into a drink prepared for the invalid and 
touching it with his tongue, he gives directions that 
a messenger be despatched at once to Agentan, and 
return immediately with the prescription he has 
written. On quitting the apartment, he encountered 
Jordine, who inquired, — 

"Well, Monsieur, what is your opinion?" 

" My opinion, M. Tlnspecteur, is that the lady has 
narrowly escaped being poisoned/' 

" Ah ! I more than suspected it." 

He then led the way towards the room to which 
he had conducted Olivier de Hagen. While pro- 
ceeding, he detailed to his companion the circum- 
stances connected with the case. On arriving at 
their destination, they observed the old butler come 
noiselessly forth, closing the door behind him. The 
faithful servitor held up a warning finger, and 
hastened to inform them that his young masten 
whom God had restored to him, was sleeping 
quietly. 
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"It IS a hopeful sign," replied the doctor. "On 
no account let him be disturbed. I will glance at 
him now, and return later in the day." 

So saying, he opened the door gently. For some 
seconds he contemplated the extended figure upon 
the bed. Withdrawing to his companions, he whis- 
pered, — 

"Nineteen years ago I was present at his birth. 
If it lies in my power, Ke shall yet be restored in 
mind and body." 

During the greater part of the day the Chateau 
was the scene of the utmost confusion, owing to 
the late extraordinary occurrences. People were 
constantly coming and going; M. Jordine hovered 
round the mansion like a guardian spirit. The 
disclosures created a profound sensation in the 
neighbourhood, and the all-absorbing topic of the 
war was for the time laid aside, while the events 
nearer home were freely discussed. 

From the moment the doctor administered his 
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prescription to Mrs. Thornton, that lady continued 
to improve rapidly. Towards evening she was so 
far recovered as to enable her to resort to a drawing- 
room on the ground-floor, whose windows overlooked 
the surrounding woods, the sluggish windings of the 
Orne, and the pretty village of Chateau-Rouge, with 
its whitened and vine-clad cottages. Here she and 
Estelle were alone, and had leisure to interchange 
their ideas. The soothing influence of her daughter's 
society and care went far to renovate the health 
of the invalid. 

Once during the afternoon a knock came to the 
door, and immediately M. Jordine's head was pro- 
truded into the room. Nothing more of him was 
visible. He evidently held himself in readiness to 
retreat should he observe anything alarming, which 
would be likely to place him in the same awkward 
predicament as when he first discovered the captive 
girl. 

" M. le Comte de Hagen is " 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



From Darkness to Light, 197 



The Inspector had got thus far, when, seeing 
that Estelle had arisen and was coming towards 
him, he vanished from sight, as if some one 
had violently jerked his coat-tails. No doubt he 
dreaded a recurrence of " the fainting business," 
as he termed it. They saw him no more that 
afternoon. 

This eventful day was drawing to a close. Estelle 
sat in the great bay-window. She was silent now ; 
her thoughts wandered far away, and dwelt fondly 
on the object of her affections. It was a bleak even- 
ing; darkening clouds cast a shadow on the land- 
scape, and imparted to it a weird appearance. The 
rising wind whistled around the old mansion, and 
rippled the surface of the river. As she gazed forth, 
she could distinguish a group in the village yonder, 
and by their gestures could easily conjecture the 
topic of conversation turned on the recent events 
at the Chateau. 

A deepening gloom settles upon the prospect. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



198 The Shadow of a Life. 



The village fades away into obscurity, and im- 
mediate objects are alone discernable. The fair, 
sweet face at the window grows softened as the 
mind recalls the image of the absent one. How 
plainly she can depict his manly features, his upright 
carriage. What if this vivid imagination was a fore- 
shadowing of a reality ? 

Why does she start? Why does she attempt to 
rise, and sink back again? Why this trembling, 
this wild throbbing of her heart ? A form has passed 
the window, but not such as her fancy had painted. 
No ; the momentary glance revealed a figure bent 
as if by suflering, a pallid and haggard countenance. 
Yet it was /le. Her heart could not be deceived, 
whatever her eyes might be. 

Hark ! the door-bell sounds loudly. Some one 
answers the summons. A short delay — long when 
each moment is marked with an hour's duration. 
They are coming this way. Yes, there are two ; but 
that familiar step is distinguished, even though the 
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footfalls sound not so sprightly as of yore. Still a 
pov/erful spell chains the girl to her seat. 

A pause; the door opens, the spell is broken. 

"Oh! Gerald!" 

" Estelle ! my own darling ! " 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

REUNION. 

One, two, three hours have actually flown by with 
incredible swiftness. If one had vouchsafed the 
fact, plain and undoubted though it be, that young 
couple in the window recess would stigmatize him 
as a being bereft of sense. Hours ? — minutes 
would be nearer the mark. 

Brightly glows the fire. The flickering flames 
crackle merrily, and their cheerful sound seems to 
harmonize with the happy feelings of those present. 
Over the back of the huge armchair appears the 
whiteness of Mrs. Thornton's cap, and its gentle 
dippings betoken the somniferous effect of the heat 
on the good lady. An indistinct murmur proceeds 
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from the window, and from behind the drawn cur- 
tains peeps the smiling countenance of the god of 
love. We are bound to admit that the prompt- 
ings of the mischievous god occasion frequent in- 
terruptions to the discourse. 

But now the soft illumination of the fire is dis- 
pelled by a servant who enters, bearing a brilliant 
lamp in each hand, which he deposits upon the cen- 
tral table. Upon this the loving pair emerge from 
their retreat. As we glance at the tall figure by 
the girl's side, now worn and contracted by weeks 
of suffering, the once handsome features now so 
drawn and pale, we can scarcely recognise the dash- 
ing young Hussar officer, who but a few months pre- 
viously was the envy and admiration of the neigh- 
bourhood. 

The dangers encountered, the hardships he under- 
went, his marvellous deliverance from the hand of 
an assassin, had best be told in Gerald's own words. 

The three are grouped around the fire. Before 
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commencing, Gascoigne raises his hands to adjust 
a broad band which encircles his forehead, and 
which covers the gash inflicted by the sabre of a 
Prussian trooper. Then he proceeds as follows : — 

"You are already acquainted with the particulars 
of the conflict which took place on the 14th of 
August before Metz. The Germans strove to obtain 
possession of the outworks, and to drive us back 
from the environs of the city. For hours the com- 
bat raged with unabated fury and with doubtful 
success. The withering fire from our position swept 
down the enemy as squadron after squadron ap- 
peared in view. No approach could be effected. 
But the Prussians are determined and persevering; 
a continued repulse apparently stimulates them to 
further exertion. They still pressed on, even though 
their path was blocked with piles of their slaughtered 
comrades. 

" Our regiment, stationed in the background, was 
held in reserve should it be deemed advisable to 
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employ cavalry. As we watched the closely con- 
tested fight, expecting each moment to receive the 
order to charge, the excitement grew so intense 
as to be almost unbearable. In fact, three of the 
soldiers dropped from their saddles ; one was picked 
up a corpse. 

" About three o'clock in the afternoon an aide- 
de-camp galloped towards us. It was the long- 
looked-for order. I have a vivid recollection of that 
wild rush through the smoke-filled air — the flashes 
of fire on all sides — then the shock. We drove 
on with irresistible force, carrying all before us, 
until we had scattered their foremost ranks. We 
then made a detour to return to our former 
position. 

"At this moment I perceived a small body of 
our troopers had become detached from the main 
portion of the regiment, and, being surrounded by 
the rallying Germans, were in danger of being cut 
to pieces. We could not desert them. If succour 
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were to be of avail, it must reach them without a 
moment's delay. 

" I commanded a halt of the Hussars within call 
Some twenty of us returned to the rescue. Ani- 
mated by the shouts of our comrades, we cut a 
passage through the enemy. Heading the sur- 
rounded troopers, I distinguished Berchigney, fight- 
ing, as was his wont, with desperate bravery. Poor 
Louis ! he was struck down before I could reach 
his side." 

The speaker's voice faltered somewhat. A deep 
shade of sadness overspread his countenance as he 
recalled the melancholy fate of the gallant youth 
who had been to him as a brother. Companions 
as boys, fellow-soldiers as men, they had been ever 
ready to sacrifice even life for each other. And 
now that the one lies cold in a rough-hewn grave, 
the other is not likely to forget his lowly resting- 
place. 

" Maddened by the fall of their young com- 
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mander," continued Gerald, "whom one and all 
loved, the Hussars fought with redoubled deter- 
mination. On uniting our forces, we hastily formed 
rank, and charged through the living wall that sur- 
rounded us, at the point we deemed most preg- 
nable. Under ordinary circumstances we should 
have failed, but the desperate situation nerved each 
arm, and the troopers performed prodigies of valour. 
How we got out I do not remember. In a few 
minutes we had burst through every obstacle. As 
we emerged from our dangerous position, we swept 
past a squadron of the enemy's dragoons. In 
the flying conflict I received a sabre cut across the 
forehead. Believing it my death-wound, I fell to 
the ground, and from that moment lost all con- 
sciousness. 

" I have an indistinct recollection of beholding, as 
in a dream, a face which was strikingly familiar. 
Some one must have come to my assistance, and 
administered a restorative. Suddenly a flash of 
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light broke upon me. I opened my ^y^s ; it was 
night — the moon shining clearly — a shrouded figure 
bending near. Darkness fell again. I relapsed 
into unconsciousness. 

" It might have been excited fancy, but the same 
face appeared during my brief snatches of sensi- 
bility. Especially when my perception returned for * 
a more lengthened period, and I found myself lying 
on a bed in a small apartment, strange voices sound- 
ing in my ear, strange figures coming and going. 
I retain but a confused impression of it all. 

"Then my head was raised, and a cup held to 
my lips. I drained the contents eagerly. As my 
gaze wandered to the countenance of my com- 
panion, I beheld in it a lowering, malignant expres- 
sion. The figure was that of a rough peasant lad. 
Instinctively I felt that I had swallowed a poisoned 
draught. A dreadful sinking stole over me, a cold, 
clammy perspiration moistened my hands and face, 
my limbs began to stiffen. As memory faded, I bc- 
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held the would-be assassin scramble through the 
open window. 

"Had not a merciful Providence watched over 
my fate and frustrated the evil designs of this 
youth, I had fallen a victim to his malice. Believ- 
ing he had been recognised by his younger brother 
as he disappeared through the window, doubtless 
also stung by remorse, he made a full confession 
next morning. It was to this effect : — 

" Actuated by a secret motive, the nature of which 
I have never been able to ascertain, and regarding 
which I can only hazard wild conjectures, this young 
man — Pierre Lemoine — determined on destroying me 
by administering poison. To procure the drug was 
not difficult. One of his friends was apprenticed to 
a chemist in a small town within easy distance of 
the cottage. To this acquaintance he resorted, and 
attracting his attention by a preconcerted signal, 
was admitted into the house. Lemoine then ex- 
plained to his companion the errand on which he 
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had come, stating that the fore-legs of his favourite 
dog had been broken, and he wished to put the 
animal out of suffering without delay. The other 
readily promised compliance with his request. To- 
gether they proceeded to the shop. Fearful of being 
detected by the owner, they could not procure a light. 
Arriving at their destination, Lemoine's friend in- 
formed him in a whisper that the poison he intended 
giving him was a strong solution of arsenic, as it 
was the one most easily found in the dark. The 
apprentice in his hurry seized a small bottle which 
happened to be near at hand, and without observing 
that it already contained a portion of a most powerful 
emetic, filled it with the poisoned draught. This 
trivial mistake saved my life, 

"Not many minutes after swallowing the adul- 
terated liquid, I was seized with the most violent 
vomitings. This nearly accomplished the original 
design of the assassin. When they ceased, I was so 
prostrated that I lay as one dead. Were it not for 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Reunion. 209 

the unwearied attention and careful treatment of the 
peasant family, I would doubtless have succumbed 
to exhaustion. 

" For weeks my sufferings continued unabated, and 
I made slow progress towards recovery. During 
this time the face which I beheld in the moonlight 
bending over me on the battle-field haunted my 
troubled sleep. Jean, the younger brother, attended 
upon me with the utmost devotion, and to his unre- 
mitting care I owe my life. With his aid, when my 
strength was so far restored as to enable me to walk, 
I eluded the vigilance of the Prussians, and together 
we made our way to a distant village, whence we 
proceeded by train to Paris. To rejoin my regiment 
was out of the question, as I could not sit on horse- - 
back for five minutes. . As the generous lad ex- 
pressed a 'desire to remain with me, he accompanied 
me thither. 

" When we arrived at Agentan, my old servant 
made me acquainted with the startling events which 
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recently disturbed our peaceful neighbourhood. He 
further informed me that he had something to 
communicate of the utmost importance. It was 
this. In moving [an old-fashioned chest of drawers, 
it slipped from his grasp. The fall dislodged a 
folded document which had been hidden in a secret 
recess. This paper has written across it these 
words : — 

" * The only reparation in my power. For Gerald 
Gascoigne. Your history is detailed within.' 

" It is signed * William Staunton/ which you will 
remember was the name of him who in former years 
acted as my guardian. If this extraordinary con- 
fession proves to be correct, the dream of my life 
is about to be realized. Through it I may be 
enabled to discover my parents, if, indeed, they are 
still alive. 

"To ascertain the truth of the statements con- 
tained in it, I intend to' proceed to England when 
I have recruited my health in some measure. Lest 
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I should raise false hopes, I will not disclose the 
nature of the document until my return." 

The mischievous god still hovers around. His 
presence during the narrative is clearly betokened 
by divers glances, pressures of the hand, and other 
unmistakable signs. He now suggests something to 
Estelle which can only be communicated to her com- 
panion in a whisper. The intelligence is imparted 
more by a soft, lingering expression in those lus- 
trous eyes than by actual words. 

And so, and so, the grim spectre of the past, with 
its sorrows, doubts, and fears, stalks off into oblivion ; 
the joyous emotions of loving hearts pervade the 
present ; the long vista of the future is lighted with 
the sunshine of renewed hope. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

FATHER AND SON. 

In one of the northern shires of England, in a 
district famed for its beauty of landscape, the proud 
old mansion of Moorham raises its cornices, turrets, 
peaks, and sombre embattlements, as if with the 
desire to overtop the tallest tree which surrounded 
it, and to constitute itself sole guardian of the 
forest. 

There is a stately air about this historic pile. One 
could readily imagine its walls and towers glisten- 
ing with burnished armour, when the adherents of 
the House of York assembling, here quelled the 
neighbouring district during the bloody strife known 
as the Wars of the Roses. Later on, fancy depicts 
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the gay Elizabethan train issuing from its portals, 
and wending its way across the deer-stocked park 
in pursuit of pleasure. 

Again a stirring scene passes in review. It was 
when, during the struggle between King and Par- 
liament the stout old Graham Clavering raised 
the standard of Charles upon the loftiest pinnacle 
of the mansion, and vowed that it should float 
there while one stone stood upon another, or 
until it was needed as a winding-sheet for himself. 
Gazing upon the tower whence the banner flapped 
in the morning breeze, one seems to catch an 
echo of that ringing shout which burst from the 
assembled cavaliers on hearing the bold words of 
the intrepid soldier. 

Following down the line of descendants, we find 
Edward Clavering still fostering the romantic attach- 
ment to the old Stuart dynasty, and casting in his 
lot with the flickering fortunes of the Young Pre- 
tender. Upon the suppression of the rebellion, the 
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Claverings and Moorham would have parted com- 
pany for ever were it not for the good services of 
a relation high in favour with the existing powers. 

Since then the successive owners were renowned 
as hearty,, hospitable, fox-hunting squires. Thus we 
come to the present. 

A gloom has settled upon the once brilliant 
mansion. No more its halls resound with the ring- 
ing laugh ; no more the wine cup is circulated round 
the hospitable board ; no more the inspiriting wind- 
ing of the horn summons the inmates to the chase. 
Colonel Arthur Clavering, now in possession of the 
family estates, is well stricken in years, and child- 
less. 

The distinguished name, the unsullied honour 
handed down from a long line of ancestors, must 
ere long sink into the grave of the last owner of 
Moorham, there to rest in the silence of the tomb 
and be forgotten. 

It was not ever thus. The time was when 
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a child's mirthful laughter gladdened the father's 
heart, and the brave soldier gazed with pride upon 
the youthful form clambering on to his knee, and 
stooped to kiss the winning face raised to his. 
Though sixteen years have rolled by since the blow 
fell which deprived him of his only offspring, the 
wound rankles as sore to-night as it did then. 

Colonel Clavering paces the terraced walk in 
front of the mansion. Ever and anon his gaze is 
turned towards the starry heavens, as if questioning 
whether his beloved child has found an abode in 
that celestial region. Then it wanders to the far-off 
silvery sea, a glimpse of which can be obtained 
through an opening to the east, where they tell him 
treacherous quicksands exist which might have en- 
gulfed his boy. His suspicions have long rested 
upon the man whom he befriended and treated 
more as a companion than a servant, as the one 
who caused him these years of misery. Though 
detectives have been employed, and immense re- 
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wards offered, every effort to gain information re- 
garding the missing child proved ineffectual. 

As the colonel pursues his walk, he passes and 
repasses an open French window, through which 
streams a flood of brilliant light Whenever he 
does so, his gaze is turned to the room within, where 
is seated an elderly lady, whose silvery locks sur- 
mount a kindly countenance from which the freshness 
of early youth has not yet flown. The face is 
stamped with a deep shade of melancholy. 

The air is crisp with a light frost. Distant sounds 
borne on the clear atmosphere strike upon the ear 
with surprising distinctness. No wonder then that 
Colonel Clavering should overhear approaching 
voices before the speakers became visible along 
the shaded avenue. With dreamy indifference he 
leans upon the balustrade of the terrace to listen. 
The tones of the present speaker he recognises as 
those of his coachman, who, whenever occasion 
offered, was a frequent visitor to the village tavern. 
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" Alive and well, sir," the man was saying, " though 
since the loss of her child, which happened exactly 
sixteen years ago, she has never been the same — 
never, sir, I assure you. Well I remember the time 
when my lady was the gayest in the land, and not 
a day passed but I had the horses out Now they 
are cramped from want of exercise. Times have 
changed, sir, — sadly changed." 

" And my ^ Colonel Clavering, what of him ? " 

" Ah ! sir, his boy was his life. He feels the loss 
as much to-day as he did at first. Perhaps more, 
when he sees grand old Moorham, with its splendid 
park, and no child to inherit it They say the boy 
is dead, but I believe that smooth-tongued Staunton 
made off with him. If I ever got my hands on the 
villain, he should render good account of himself." 

" He has long gone to render an account else- 
where." 

Colonel Clavering no longer leans on the balus- 
trade. He grasps it firmly with both hands, as if 
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clinging to it for support. The look of indifference 
has given place to one of most eager attention. See 
him peer towards the approaching figures. Hear 
him catch his breath in short convulsive gasps. Be- 
hold him place his hand upon his heart as if to quell 
its wild flutterings. Listen to his repeated exclama- 
tion, — 

" The voice — the voice ! Oh, my God ! can it be 
possible?" • 

For though the accents were slightly foreign, the 
, tones of the last speaker had a strangely familiar 
ring. The manly voice might have been a deeper 
echo of hers who sat within. 

The grey-haired colonel was a man of iron will. 
He had not disciplined a large body of men with- 
out learning to control himself. Though it required 
the utmost exertion to restrain his emotions, he 
nevertheless preserved a calm exterior as he observed 
the figures emerge from the gloom of the avenue, 
and approach the steps leading to the front entrance. 
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The few moments which elapsed as they advanced 
were the most trying he ever experienced. Eagerly 
he scanned the form of the stranger. He beheld 
him tall and well-proportioned, with an upright 
military carriage — such his son might have been. 

He waited in painful suspense while the two 
halted at the foot of the steps. He beheld the 
coachman wend his way towards the rear of the 
premises ; then the young stranger pfbceeded up 
the flight. With hesitating tread Colonel Clavering 
advanced to meet him. In a whirl of emotion, . 
which he scarce could hide, he returned the other's 
salute, and heard him inquire, — 

" Have I the pleasure of addressing Colonel 
Clavering ? " 

The old man inclined his head, but failed to 
articulate a single word. He led the way into the 
house. 

Ere many minutes elapsed, the household was 
startled by a piercing scream. The servants rushed 
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in alarm to the room whence it proceeded. On 
arriving there they beheld this sight: 

A mother sobbing on the neck of her long-lost 
boy. A father grasping the hand of his recovered 
son, while tears of joy chased each other down his 
wrinkled cheeks. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

A SHADOW IN THE NIGHT. 

"William Staunton, a sergeant in my own regi- 
ment, early attracted my notice. On leaving the 
army, I induced him to retire also. He became my 
confidential servant. As he always accompanied me 
in my travels, I came to regard him as a companion, 
and treated him accordingly. I little deemed what 
a viper I nourished. 

"He was one who stored the memory of each 
kindness lavished upon him to be returned by 
treachery and baseness. On one occasion the black- 
ness of his nature showed itself. Incensed at his 
villainy, I struck him. As stated in this confession 
of his (the main points of which are true), he never 
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forgave that blow. Thenceforth it became his settled 
object to work me the greatest evil in his power. 
Being a consummate hypocrite, his cringing servility 
was redoubled. He never for a moment betrayed 
his design. 

" One day he requested leave to visit his relations. 
That evening it fell on us like a thunder-clap, that 
you, my son, were missing. Not only so, but a 
large quantity of valuable jewellery and a consider- 
able sum of money had disappeared. For days I 
was little better than a maniac. The country was 
scoured by the police, the cleverest detectives sum- 
moned from London, immense rewards offered : all 
to no effect. The villain had laid his plans care- 
fully and deeply." 

Colonel Clavering paused, and regarded his son 
with a look of proud admiration. Two days have 
passed — days brimful of unalloyed happiness. A rev- 
olution has been wrought in the household. The 
owner of Moorham no longer wanders aimlessly 
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through the mansion ; his step now is sprightly, his 
voice cheery, and in the gladness of his heart he is 
continually chanting divers portions of a hunting 
song. 

Standing- with his back to the fire, the colonel 
suddenly falls to twisting his white moustache. His 
eyes have a peculiar mischievous twinkle. He is 
evidently revolving a project in his mind which he 
intends as a joyous surprise for his son. At length 
he breaks forth with, — 

"Come, Gerald, though I am no conjurer, I will 
wager that I read your thoughts. You are thinking 
when you can return to a certain village in the 
north of France, to behold a certain young lady of 
whom you told me last evening. My dear boy, you 
shall not be hindered. Nay, more, I myself will 
accompany you, see your happiness completed, and, 
with the least delay possible, carry you all back 
with me to Moorham. Now not a word — not a 
word ; this very night we shall start." 
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The pleasant land of France again opens before 
us. When Colonel Clavering and his son left the 
English shore, myriads of stars shone clearly and 
coldly in the deep azure vault of heaven. Ere an 
hour had elapsed, the sky was suffused with dark 
threatening clouds. One, two, three snowflakes, 
flickering slowly through the air, fell upon the deck 
of the steamer. Gradually they increased in number, 
flying hither and thither, wafted by the changing 
wind, until the prospect became so obscured that 
the speed of the steamer had to be slackened, and 
the whistle rang forth its warning note at short 
intervals. On landing next morning, the travellers 
found the country covered with a dazzling white 
shroud. 

The journey was dreary and monotonous, and, but 
for the cheery prospect at its termination, would 
have proved doubly so. As evening again closed 
in, the father and son alighted at the steps of a 
moderate-sized hotel, which stands in the principal 
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street of Agentan. Benumbed with cold, they 
hastened to a front apartment, where a roaring fire 
blazed, as if inviting them to its congenial warmth 
on this bitter night 

Soon a tempting dinner smoked upon the table. 
The prim waiter bustled about the room as if he 
had forty people to attend on instead of two. The 
travellers, famished with hunger, did ample justice 
to the fare. When the meal was concluded, they 
drew their chairs towards the fire. 

Late into the night they sat thus ; so many pro- 
jects had to be discussed, so many arrangements 
made. When about to retire, Gerald approached 
the window, the curtains of which were partly 
drawn. Pulling them aside, he drew near to the 
glass. 

Within a few inches of his was the white, stem 
face of a woman. Yes, the same ! The clearly cut 
features, the dark eyes, the look of fixed determina- 
tion. But the cheeks were now sunken, as if a 
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burning disease lurked within the frame. The 
spectacle was as a flash before his vision : he could 
barely distinguish' a solitary figure slinking away 
and casting a black shadow on the snow. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

AN INTERVIEW— A MARRIAGE — ^A DEATH. 

This very evening Estelle had occasion to visit the 
village. Returning to the Ch&teau-Rouge as it grew 
dusk, she had scarcely entered the avenue when a 
figure emerged from the shrubbery at the side, and . 
stood facing her. It was Marie. 

Estelle, somewhat alarmed, endeavoured to pass 
on. The other stepped before her and prevented 
the movement Her looks were menacing ; her 
attitude determined. 

"No! you shall not stir until you hear what I 
have to say," she exclaimed, in a voice of concen- 
trated* passion. " Look at this hand. It is large, 
no doubt, but it grasped the dagger firmly, and 

337 
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struck a sure blow which delivered him from an 
assassin. Ay, large and rough they are, yet their 
touch was as light as that of your own lily-white 
hands when they bound his wound on the battle- 
field. Who had him removed to a place of safety ? 
Who tended him through his long illness? Who 
thought life a small sacrifice for his sake? It was 
I— 11" 

The features were working, the eyes flashing wildly, 
the demeanour bordering on insanity. Trembling 
with terror, Estelle glanced round in search of as- 
sistance, but not a soul was in sight. Her com- 
panion continued, — 

"And what was it for? To see him united to 
another. Ha ! ha ! I could easily prevent the pos- 
sibility of such an occurrence." 

The words struck terror to the heart of the listener. 
It is impossible to say to what lengths the excited 
girl might have proceeded had not her strength 
suddenly failed. She would have fallen to the 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



An Interview — a Marriage — a Death. 229 

ground, but that Estelle, prompted by the noble- 
ness of her nature, rushed forward and caught her 
in her arms. 

As a fierce animal is often tamed by a spon- 
taneous act of kindness, so Marie's fiery temper was 
quelled by the lavish attentions of her companion. 
She allowed her head to rest on the bosom of her, 
who, but a moment before, she would have assas- 
sinated. When her strength returned in some mea- 
sure, she muttered, — 

"Ah! you are worthy of his love. I do not 
deserve this. I, too, once was influenced by gentle 
emotions. But I have been guilty of a terrible 
crime, and the canker of remorse has eaten all joy 
and peace from my heart I was led to commit the 
deed by my misplaced attachment." 

Suddenly she drew herself away from Estelle, and 
continued, in her former excited manner, — 

"Yes, I love him. If you had seen me a year 
ago, admired and flattered, and behold me now a 
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hollow-cheeked, worn, disappointed woman, almost 
driven mad by my afflicting thoughts, you might 
form some idea of what love is with me. I have 
wittingly followed the course which led to this. 
Other lovers of my own station in life professed 
devotion to me. I paid little heed to their as- 
surances ; all my thoughts were centred in the idol 
my heart had formed. The other officers treated 
me with careless familiarity; to them I was ever 
*the sergeant's daughter,' the pet of the regiment, 
a puppet — a plaything to be caressed to-day, scorned 
and slighted to-morrow. But to him I was a 
woman ; his manner was always kind, the true 
nobility of his nature made him courteous to those 
beneath him. Often I have observed him check 
his companions when they were disposed to indulge 
in mirth at my expense. The memory of such 
occasions is treasured in my heart. Love him? 
Yes, with a passion which shall not be extinguished 
until this frame rests cold in the grave. Such 
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will not be long deferred Go, marry him, and 
be happy. You have subdued me; our roads 
thenceforth are wide apart." 

In a moment she was gone. Estelle, bewildered, 
stood alone in the gloom of the avenue. 

On a gentle eminence, scarce three minutes' walk 
from the ChAteau-Rouge inn, there stands a quaint, 
picturesque little church. In this structure, hallowed 
by memories of childhood, Gerald Clavering and 
Estelle Thornton were united. Happy, thrice happy, 
those who have breasted the tide of misfortune, 
disappointment, harrowing uncertainty and imminent 
peril, now to commence a new life in a new land, 
with blissful anticipations of a future radiant with 
the sunshine of a deep, enduring love. 

Next day preparations were made for returning 
to England. Gerald's wound prohibited him from 
taking further part in the campaign. If he at- 
tempted to sit on horseback for any length of time. 
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he became so giddy that he was compelled to dis- 
mount Under the circumstances, he was readily 
granted leave of absence, as being incapacitated for 
active service. 

Towards midnight the snow again began to fall. 
The large flakes careened through the air, as if in 
frolicsome glee, chasing each other hitherand thither, 
unconscious of the agony they inflicted on that 
crouching figure yonder, the picture of outcast 
misery. The wretched girl clings to the railings 
which border the steps of the Agentan hotel, for 
support, while at short intervals her form is con- 
vulsed by a racking consumptive cough. 

Not a soul is abroad on such a night ; there is 
no one to molest that solitary individual. Occa- 
sionally she drags herself towards the window of the 
hotel, and endeavours to gain a glimpse of the cheery 
room within through the drawn curtains. Exhausted, 
benumbed, she sinks at last upon the stone steps. 
Not less cold than the bitter night air is the icy 
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hand of death laid upon her brow. A piteous moan 
breaks from her frozen lips. 

The sound reaches two gentlemen who happen 
to be standing in the hall. As the door is thrown 
open, they can dimly discern a dark object, partially 
covered with drifting snow. To rush forth, to raise 
the outcast in their arms, to convey her within — this 
is the work of moments. In dismay, Gerald recog- 
nises the one who has been as a shadow to his 
life. 

Quickly they place their burden on a sofa in the 
apartment they have just quitted. With generous 
sympathy Gerald bends over the sufferer and chafes 
her frozen hands, while the old colonel rushes off 
in search of a hot drink. Suddenly the girl's eyes 
open — a joyous gleam of recognition shoots through 
them ; she raises herself, clutches the manly hand, 
and presses it to her icy lips. Three minutes 
elapse ; she does not move. She is dead ! 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

THE SHADOWS LIFTED. 

The tide of war swept steadily onward until its 
distant roarings could be heard from Paris itself, 
and the doomed city made instant preparations for 
its unavailing struggle with the invader. 

Desperate were the efforts made to check the 
course of the victorious Germans. In one of the 
actions which took place in the immediate neigh- 
bourhood of the metropolis, Le Fevre and Durand 
were both slightly wounded. Strange as it may 
appear, when a surgeon came to dress their injuries, 
he found them deep in an argument pertaining to 
the long-disputed topic of the Mexican War. Both 
survived the perils of the protracted conflict. The 
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former officer, notwithstanding his predilection for 
the fair sex, remains a bachelor to this day, while 
soon after peace was restored, the latter disappeared 
one morning from the barracks, and returned in a 
few hours, having in the meantime taken upon 
himself conjugal vows. 

Captain de Fontenelle was killed in the battle of 
St. Remy. Though generally supposed to have 
been unmarried, there was found crushed in his 
hand a letter from his daughter in a convent at 
Nismes. With him perished the mysterious secret 
of his strangely chequered existence. 

In a wild, dreary district on the coast of France 
are extensive limestone quarries, where convicts are 
wont to eke out their monotonous term of im- 
prisonment in endless toil. From underneath, the 
continual groaning of the waves reaches their ears. 
A strong guard of warders and soldiers keep vigilant 
watch over the criminals. For years there might 
have been here observed a singular individual, whose 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



236 The Shadow of a Life. 

limbs had the appearance of being once broken. 
His malignity and discontent caused him to be 
shunned by his companions, though they sometimes 
mockingly inquired after "M. le Comte's health." 
In the galling chains of this degraded existence, 
he, who in former years bore the title of the Count 
de Hagen, is compelled to expiate his crimes in 
bitter, remorseless bondage. 

The Chateau-Rouge again acknowledges its right- 
ful owner. For months Olivier de Hagen continued 
a harmless imbecile. At times a glimmering of 
reason and returning remembrance flashed forth 
from his clouded brain, but the feeble light was 
soon extinguished. At the conclusion of the war, 
the leading doctors of Paris were summoned by the 
local physician. Their treatment had a most bene- 
ficial result As his bodily strength improved, the 
young man's mind assumed a firmer tone. Then 
travel was recommended. 

In charge of a medical attendant, and accom- 
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panied by the old butler, who could not be induced 
to relinquish his trust, Olivier set out upon his 
journey. A year had well-nigh rolled by before 
their return. What was the delight of the domestics 
when they beheld their young master completely 
restored in mind and body. 

As years passed on, he grew into a man, pos- 
sessed of a thoughtful, sympathetic, and upright 
character. The villagers delighted to pour forth his 
praises; not one amongst them but had tasted his 
bounty. The traces of that dark season of suffering 
were never totally obliterated. On more than one 
occasion he was a welcome visitor at Moorham. 

In process of time Inspector Jordine's abilities 
were recognised. He was removed, on promotion, 
to a larger town, where he is still a shrewd, energetic 
detecter of crime. In 1875 he had occasion to visit 
England. Being within a few hours' journey of 
Moorham, he took advantage of a day's idleness to 
call upon Gerald. It was noticeable that when 
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Estelle came smilingly forward with outstretched 
hand, the Inspector glanced hesitatingly towards the 
door, as if he meditated a precipitate retreat. 

The grand old mansion of the Claverings has 
not passed into the hands of strangers. Judging 
from the voice of merry childish laughter which 
resounds through the house, such a coincidence is 
not likely to occur for a considerable time. 



THE END. 
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